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S.T. Publishing 

The Home Of Street Publishing 


Top 20 Sellers 1996 

1. SKINHEAD NATION by George Marshall 

2. SPIRIT OF '69 by George Marshall 

3. CASUAL by Gavin Anderson 

4. NIGHTSHIFT - WIGAN CASINO by Pete McKenna 

5. SKINS - THE PHOTOBOOK by Gavin Watson 

6. LOUD, PROUD N PUNK - THE BUSINESS by Garry Fielding 

7. SPIRIT OF '69 - GERMAN LANGUAGE EDITION by George Marshall 

8. THE COMPLETE RICHARD ALLEN VOLUME ONE 

9. THE COMPLETE RICHARD ALLEN VOLUME FIVE 

10. BOSS SOUNDS - CLASSIC SKINHEAD REGGAE by Marc Griffiths 

11. THE COMPLETE RICHARD ALLEN VOLUME TWO 

12. THE COMPLETE RICHARD ALLEN VOLUME FOUR 

13. THE COMPLETE RICHARD ALLEN VOLUME THREE 

14. ENGLAND BELONGS TO ME (GERMAN) by Steve Goodman 

15. TOTAL MADNESS by George Marshall 

16. SKINHEAD (GERMAN LANGUAGE EDITION) by Richard Allen 

17. YOU'RE WONDERING NOW - THE SPECIALS by Paul Williams 

18. ENGLAND BELONGS TO ME by Steve Goodman 

19. SATURDAY'S HEROES by Joe Mitchell 

20. ONE FOR THE ROAD by Kid Stoker 


Thank you for your support during 1996 
and best wishes for 1997. 


For a free illustrated 1997 mail order catalogue for both 
S.T. Publishing and Low Life Books please write to 

S.T. PUBLISHING 

P.O. Box 12, Lockerbie, Dumfriesshire. DG11 3BW. Scotland 
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In the valley of the blind, 
the one eyed man is king. 

There are magazines these days for everyone from parrot 
breeders to cigarette card collectors, and there are now 
more music, style and youth magazines published in 
Britain than ever before. And yet here we are in 1997, and 
street record labels, video companies, book publishers, 
what have you, are having to go cap in hand to the likes of 
Q and A/ME, begging for even the tiniest amount of editorial 
space. Not everything that comes from the streets is good, 
but by the same token the very best we have to offer should 
at least get a look in, and is far better than some of the 
sewerage that flows from the pages of the music press. 

The problem is that the mainstream's interest in punk goes 
as far as The Sex Pistols re-union concerts. The nearest 
they get to serious mod coverage is to tell you that Liam 
Gallagher has bought a new scooter. And the only time 
you* 11 read about skinheads or bikers or teds is when they 
want to take the piss or are doing a shock horror expose. 

In short, they couldn't give a fuck about us. 

They don't want us in their magazines, they don’t want us 
on their radio, they don’t want us in their charts and they 
don't want to see us on their TV. In their world, they hold 
all the cards, and for all the good it does you looking for 
the mainstream seal of approval, you might as well be 
pissing up against a wall* We don't know the right people, 
we don't go to the right clubs and sometimes you have to 
wonder if we are even from the same planet. 

We might be from the street, but that doesn't mean we 
belong in the gutter. We don’t have to answer to anyone 
and we certainly shouldn't have to look to outsiders for 
coverage. As The Cockney Rejects once said, we can do 
anything we want to* And that includes creating our own 
media, our own voices of the people* Together, we can 
beat the system. 

We don't have all the answers, but we do have one. 
Welcome to the first issue of ONE EYED JACK, a new street 
magazine that will cover the whole spectrum of street youth 
culture. It's the first step along the long road to creating a 
magazine that does justice to both its readers and the 
people who find themselves within its pages. And as the 
magazine grows, we will be adding more pages, more 
colour, more everything. We don’t just want to compete 
with the mainstream. We want to piss all over it. 

So let's get the show on the road. And remember. If your 
wife can't come, tickle her on the bum, with celery! 

George Marshall 

Editor / Tea Boy ONE EYED JACK 


4 CUTTINGS what's happening In 
the back streets of rock 'n' roll and 
beyond 

3 BIKER WfiRS Gang warfare 
between rival Scandinavian biker 
gangs 

10 COOL RULERS London ska 
band The Trojans 

12 VICTIM OF GEOGRAPHY 

Doug flubrey brings camcorder 
culture to war torn Yugoslavia 

-f6 MILLIONS LIKE US David Scott 
looks back at the mod revival of 
*79 

21 DEDICATED FOLLOWER OF 

FASHION Gavin Anderson's first 
ever interview 

24 BERTING THE ODDS How 
you can get Involved with One 
Eyed Jack 

25 STREETFIGHT I - B(TITLE 
OF THE STREET BfiNDS we 

want to give £2,000 to the world's 
top street band 

26 TOP TWENTY PUNKS Kid 

Stoker's punk personality round-up 

20 CONFESSIONS OF fi 

PROSTITUTE the Ins and oats 
of a London brothel 

32 REVIEWS The latest sounds, 

books, and videos from the streets 
- and If something Is shit, we're not 
shy aboat letting you know 


ONE EYED JACK is published by S.T. Publishing 
© 1997 All rights reserved, blah, blah, blah. 

ISSN 1366-8838 
Printed by Victoria Press 

S.T. Publishing, P.O. Box 12, Lockerbie. DG11 3BW. 


Thanks this issue to David Scott, Kid Stoker, Mark 
Brennan, Karyn and all at One Stop, Richard at 
Cherry Red, the Pictorial Heroes twins, Patrik at 
Terrorpop , David Belcher, Peter in Finland and 
David Quinn. 










One Eyvd Jack • page 4 


Cuttings 


Jimmy's Back 



Down The Pub ... 

"The cartoonists at Disney like to have a 
laugh. If you watch Pocahontas at normal 
speed it looks pretty innocent, but slow the 
video down and watch it frame by frame, and 
you'll see that they've sneaked in a frame 
where she flashes her tits. Straight up. She 
ain't as good looking as that Snow White, 
but I’d still give her one." 


If you have seen the 
film Quadrophenia once, 
chances are you have 
seen it five times. It's 
right up there with A 
Clockwork Orange and 
Scum in the street cult 
classic stakes. It's not 
only mods who have 
video copies tucked away 
in their collection, but as 
with all films, nothing 
beats seeing it on a 
cinema screen for 
maximum impact. 

British punters are in 
for a treat then come 
January 31st, when 
Quadrophenia will once 
again be playing at your 
local fleapit (or ten 
screen multiplex 
anyway). 

The film is set in 
London in 1964, at a time 
when you were either a 
mod, a rocker or a 
nobody. Phil Daniels 
plays the leading 
character, a mod called 
Jimmy, and another star 
from Scum, Ray 
Winston, also makes an 


appearance. Other faces 
to look out for include 
Leslie Ash (who plays 
Steph, the bird Jimmy 
shags down a back alley 
in Brighton), Toyah. and 
Sting. 

"I wanted the film to 
be very realistic and 
reflect the true nature of 
working class life in 
Britain," says Franc 
Roddam, the film's 
director. "It seemed that 
foreigners had this notion 
of England as a land of 
bowler hats and country 
gardens. I wanted to 
show them the streets." 

■ On January 12th, the 
satellite channel, UK 
Gold, showed Made In 
Britain for the first time 
on British TV for years. 
Starring Tim Roth as a 
15 year old skinhead 
delinquent, It is another 
classic youth cult film 
worth seeing. It was 
directed by Alan Clarke, 
the man who also gave 
us Scum. 


Cum On, Feel The Noize 


Good to see Neville 
John Holder on BBC’s This 
Is Your Life just before 
Christmas. Better known to 
millions as Noddy Holder of 
Slade fame, it told his story 
from his birth back in 1946 
in Walsall, through his 
school band days with The 
Rockin' Phantoms and The 
Memphis Cutouts and on 
to his glory days with 
bootboy heroes Slade. It 
emerged that he bumped 
into fellow Slade members, 
Dave Hill and Don Powell 
on a cross channel ferry. 
Noddy was with a band 
called The Mavericks at the 
time, Dave and Don with 
The Inbetweens, and both 
bands happened to be on 
their way to Germany to 
play some dates. Both were 
also on the verge of 
breaking up and from the 
ashes came Ambrose 
Slade which was shortened 
to Slade by their manager, 
the late Chas Chandler. 
Their early skinhead image 


was suggested as a joke by 
a publicist, but a day later 
they had all had their heads 
shaved and were out 
shopping for boots and 
braces. The skinhead 
image didn't bring them 
much success initially, but it 
did get them noticed, and 
they went on to have 18 Top 
Ten hits including six 
number ones. Now 50 
years old, Noddy still hosts 
a weekly show on 
Manchester's Piccadilly 
Radio and appears in the 
odd TV programme, 
including Sky's Roll With It 
musical quiz show. As well 
as the other members of 
Slade, Roy Wood of 
Wizzard made an 
appearance on Noddy's 
This Is Your Life , as did 
Gary Glitter (via the 
wonders of pre-recorded 
messages) and Suzi Quatro 
who still looked a million 
dollars in leather trousers. 
Sadly, Keith Chegwin also 
turned up. 
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We Eat Celery! We Eat Celery! 

In what can only be described as a sickening blow to the "Eat Your Greens" 
campaign, Gillingham FC have banned celery from games at Priestfield Stadium. Fans 
of the Second Division team (who beat Coventry who recently beat Newcastle who 
thrashed Man. Utd, making the Gills Britain's top club) had resurrected the obscene 
Celery Song chant, which first appeared in the mid-Eighties at grounds around Britain. 
The singing was accompanied by brandishing sticks of celery. The lyrics are too rude to 
print in a family magazine, but luckily this isn't one. "If your wife can't come, tickle her 
on the bum, with celery! Celery!" 

The Gills' safety officer, Ken Tapenden, moaned: "More and more people were singing 
the song and it was starting to become provocative and cause trouble. Despite the 
searches, some celery was still getting through - they must have been hiding it down 
their trousers." 

Either that, or Gillingham fans are hung like donkeys. 


Cuttings 


SOS-Bote, the German 
mail order company, now 
publishes a monthly list 
of gig dates for what is 
the most happening 
country in Europe for 
street music. A six list 
subscription will cost you 
10,-DM. Contact SOS 
Bote at Postfach 2211, 
88012 Friedrichshafen. 
Germany. 


COVER GIRL 


check it out at 6606a Delmar 
(second floor in the loop) - 


• Kristi is the skinhead girl on 
the front cover of this issue's 
magazine. She works at Iron 
Age Studios in University City, 
MO, a tattoo and body piercing 
shop. If you’re in the area, 


telephone 314 725 1499. Look 
out for a full length feature on 
her work in a forthcoming issue. 
If you would like to be on our 
next cover, drop us a line at the 
usual address. 


Ten Good Reasons For Hating 

MAXIMUMROCKNROLL 

1. MAXIMUMROCKNROLL is a stupid name, 
tf we ail went about running words 
together we’d be in a irjghtfuckingmess. 

2. MAXIMUMROCKNROLL claims to be 
punk, but is staffed by hippies. 

m MAXIMUMROCKNROLL publishes totally 
pointibss scene reports. Who cares what 
anarchist shitcoie band from Alabama 
slept on Fat Bob's floor last night? 

4. We sent MAXiMUMROCKNROLL an 
advertisement once. The ad got there 
okay, but the dollars travelling in the 
same envelope "mysteriously 
disappeared”. Into some thieving hippy 
bastard's pocket no doubt. 

5. When MAXIMUMROCKNROLL finally did 
run the ad we got no response. 

6. MAXIMUMROCKNROLL has always had a 
real problem with skinheads and Oil 
music. It prints bullshit about them 
based on its own prejudices and 
ignorance. Hippy bastards. 

7. When reviewing SKINHEAD TIMES from 
Scotland, MAXIMUMROCKNROLL said It 
had a "jbek mentality”. Racist hippy 
bastards. 

8. We sent MAXIMUMROCKNROLL's editor 
a bar of soap one Christmas on behalf of 
the readers of SKINHEAD TIMES. Not so 
much as a word of thanks in return. 

9. MAXIMUMROCKNROLL is American. So 
are Charles Manson, Ronald Reagan and 
Michael Jackson. 

10. MAXIMUMROCKNROLL is based in the 
sunshine state of California, it's pissing 
down here. 


Get Rich Quick Scams #1 

Condoms 


AIDS is bad news for 
everybody - unless of 
course you are in the rubber 
johnny business. Sales of 
condoms have rocketed 
since SAFE SEX became 
the motto to live by. The 
strange thing is, most 
people still find it incredibly 
embarrassing to ask a 
sixteen year old shop 
assistant for "something for 
the weekend please". In 
fact, toothbrush sales have 
also rocketed in recent 
years, thanks to the 
increasing number of 
visitors to chemist shops 
who want a packet of three, 
but switch to buying a 
toothbrush at the very last 
moment. 

And that's where condom 
vending machines come in. 
Walk into any pub toilet, 
shove a couple of pound 
coins into the slot, pull the 
knob (the one on the 
machine, not your own) and 
Johnny's your uncle. 
Anonymous, quick, easy, 



on a promise and the 
chemist shop is shut. 
Condoms are big business, 
but the real money is in 
installing EMPTY condom 
machines. Blokes shove 
their money in, pull the 
knob and fuck all comes 
out. Chances are they'll 
have at least one more go 
before walking away and 
you've made £4 in thirty 
seconds! And the funny 
thing is, nobody complains 
because nobody wants to 
be labelled a pervert! 
Works every time. In fact 
so successful is the empty 
condom machine game, it 
seems that every fucking 
pub in Britain is at it! 


SABOTAGE THE HUNT 

Prince William recently shot his first stag on a visit to Balmoral, 
a shameful event that once again brought about calls for bloodsports 
to be banned in Britain. Then we had his grandfather, the Duke Of 
Edinburgh, claiming that guns were no more dangerous than cricket 
bats or squash rackets - only months after the Dunblane gun 
massacre. The royal family’s support for hunting underlines yet 
another example of the one law for us and one law for them mentality 
that is part and parcel of British justice. Working class blood sports 
like bear baiting, cock fighting and dog fighting were rightly outlawed 
decades ago, but those enjoyed by the rich - fox hunting, deer hunting 
and so on - continue to this day. Can you imagine the outcry if gangs 
of skinheads took to the countryside every weekend with packs of 
dogs to hunt down foxes? But as long as you wear a red jacket and a 
riding hat, and read Country Life, you can apparently do what you like. 
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Take Over The Airwaves 

Radio in Britain sucks. Take Atlantic 252 for starters. Their 
playlist is so basic, it sounds like they have got one chart compilation 
on random play all day long. The fight back starts here though, or in 
Milton Keynes anyway. DJ Anne-Marie has her own show, 
Hardcore Street Sounds, broadcast on Cable Radio Milton 
Keynes every Saturday night between 10pm and midnight on 
89.8FM. "It's a specialist show and caters for hardcore, Oil, punk, 
crossover and extreme metal," the lady behind the controls told One 
Eyed Jack. "The more noisy and aggressive in sound the better!" 
The show has been on the air since the Summer of '96, and 
Anne-Marie is currently approaching other stations with a view to 
getting the show on the airways. Easier said than done though. One 
alternative would be to network the show via all cable operators - it’s 
not ideal, but it would be a step in the right direction as far as creating 
a national street radio station goes. Bands wanting to appear on 
Hardcore Street Sounds can contact Anne-Marie at CRMK, 14 
Vincent Avenue, Milton Keynes. MK8 OAB. UK. 


Putting The Boot into Music 


Cuttings 


MUSICIANS' 
TRANSFER LIST 

Looking for a new 
drummer or trying to get 
rid of your bass player? 
Look no further than the 
Musicians' Transfer List. 
All ads are free - send 
them to One Eyed Jack, 
S.T. Publishing, P.O. Box 
12, Lockerbie. DG11 3BW. 

Sax Player up for grabs - 

Is any ska or skinhead 
reggae band in the West 
Midlands looking for a tenor 
sax player? One with his 
own transport, who's reliable 
and has only influences 
from the great days of 2 
Tone, Blue Beat and Trojan 
to name but a few?! Look 
no further because you've 
found one. Just page me 
and I'll phone you back - no 
time wasters! 

Just phone 01523 160571 
pager no. 160 571 (up to 
100 character message). 


Dr. Marten's footwear are all 
set to launch their own 
record label. The first 
release will be a compilation 
album called Whose 
Generation, featuring half a 
dozen mod tracks from the 
Eighties, including The 
Untouchables with Free 
Yourself, The Lambrettas, 


Makin' Time and self-styled 
Queen of Mod, Eleanor 
Rigby, together with six of 
today's up and coming 
bands including Maroon 
Town, Box Office Poison 
and Lynus all doing covers 
of Sixties classics. Future 
releases look like 
showcasing new talent. 


• Frankie Boy Flame's 
next release will be a full 
length album, titled 
(appropriately enough) 0/ 
Piano Player. Look out 
for it around March or 
April on Hammer 
Records. There is also 
talk of Frankie touring 
Uncle Sam's with The 
Anti-Heros and The Crack 
later this year. Also out 
on Hammer this side of 
the Summer will be 
Condemned 84's next 
album. 


if 

fueWog life? 


• Any street punk or 
hardcore bands interested 
in doing a two date stint 
in Serbia (Belgrade and 
Novi Sad) should contact 
Dragan Milutinovic, 
Sopasoja Stejica Bace 20, 
11160 Beograd 74, Serbia. # 


We Love You Margate, We Do! 


Link Music and One Stop 
Distribution have joined forces to 
sponsor Margate FC in what is their 
centenary season. 

Margate, the Kent seaside team who 
play in the Southern Division of the Dr. 
Marten's League kicked off the season with 
a 0-1 defeat in a friendly against West 
Ham United. Buster Bloodvessel of Bad 
Manners started the game by wellying the 
ball up the pitch, and he has since been 
approached by Wimbledon. Mark Brennan 
was so drunk (allegedly), the man of the 
match award nearly went to Buster too. 

In the fine tradition of Clydebank FC 
(whose fans have to walk about with Wet 
Wet Wet on their shirts), Margate boast 
band names on their strips - Bad Manners 
on the home shirt and The Business on the 
away shirt. Very smart they look too. 

Bad Manners have just completed 
some UK dates in the UK and are all set to 
visit the States in March. Look out for a 
brand new studio album too, Uneasy 
Listening. Meanwhile, Taang! have a new 
Business 7" single out now, One Thing Left 
To Say b/w One Common Voice. It's a 
taster for their new album, The Truth, The 
Whole Truth And Nothing But The Truth, 
which was produced by Rancid's Lars 
Fredrickson and is out in February. A 
video of their '96 U.S. tour is out in March. 



Above: Micky Fitz from The Business and Buster Bloodvessel from Bad 
Manners in Margate FC colours. Replica shirts are available from One Stop in 
small, medium, large, extra large and Buster Bloodvessel sizes. 
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Spot The Tit Competition 


Cuttings 



To enter One Eyed Jack's exclusive photo competition, simply study the picture carefully, look for the biggest 
tit you can see, and then send your answer on a postcard to Frank Zappa Is A Tit competition, Mojo Magazine, 
Mappin House, 4 Winsley Street, London. WIN 7AR. The staff at Mojo won't have a clue why you are sending 
them a postcard and you won't win any prizes, but it will keep the buggers on their toes. 


Guitar Gangsters To 
Invade Germany 

The Guitar Gangsters are all set to invade 
Germany this February in a bid to promote their fourth 
album in eight years, Skweeler (Rampant). Catch 
them if you can at Dusseldorf (Feb. 8), Hamburg (12), 
Hannover (13), Berlin (14), Freiberg (15), Magdeburg 
(16), Heidelberg (19), Freiburg (20), Tubingen (21) and 
Munchen (22). Check local press for more details. 


♦ Pete McKenna has teamed 
up with Ratfink, one time 
drummer with Alien Sex 
Fiend, to write Those 
Fiendish Years, the first book 
on the goth punk band. It will 
be published by S.T. 
Publishing in April and the 
cover artwork alone has to be 
seen to be believed. Also 
look out for the first crusty 
novel, Road Rage!, by Tony 
White, which will be 
published by Low Life in 
May. 


Welcome to the wonderful world of I 



56 pages catalogue full of CDs, LPs, 
books, zines, videos, badges etc. 
for 2 IRCs from: 


SOS-Mailorder 
Scheffold & Pusch GdbR, PF 2211 
88012 Friedrichshafen, Germany 


DONNY THE PUNK 
IS DEAD 

Stephen Donaldson, whose real name 
was Robert Martin but who was known 
to one and all as Donny The Punk, died 
on July the 18th of last year. A true 
veteran of the punk and skinhead 
scenes - he interviewed Sham 69 when 
they first made it to the States way 
back when - Donny died from an AIDS 
related disease. He was infected with 
HIV after being brutally gang raped 
during a two day prison sentence for 
refusing to pay a fine. He was 
president of the Stop Prisoner Rape 
organisation which he ran from his New 
York flat. He contributed to lots of 
fanzines, started a Punk For President 
election campaign, and will be missed 
by all who knew him. RIP Donny, and 
if you've made it to the pearly gates, 
give them hell! 


♦ Captain Oil, "the best 
dressed street re-issue label", 
have just issued a full colour 
catalogue of all their releases 
to date. Done in a football 
programme style, it really 
does set a new standard for 
other labels to follow, and no 
doubt will be a collector's 
item one day soon. You can 
get a free copy by sending a 
large SAE (2 IRCs overseas) 
to One Stop Music, P.O. Box 
184, Ashford, Kent. TN24 
OZS. UK. Releases for early 
1997 include archive material 
from The Depressions, Long 
Tall Shorty, The Outcasts, 

The Crack, The Partisans and 
Judge Dread. 

♦ Phoenix Records have started 
a regular newsletter for punk 
bands on its roster including 
Panic, Stain and Crane. New 
for 1997 are albums from Panic 
and Dagobah, a young and 
snotty punk band from 
Grantham. Phoenix Records 
are at P.O. Box 226, Barnet, 
Herts. EN5 5SS. UK. 

♦ Lol Pryor has parted 
company with Dojo, Britain's 
best known street music 
label. It now looks like Dojo 
will be mothballed and 
intended releases will appear 
on Castle Communication's 
Essential label. 
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Biker wars 

Rivalries between Scandinavian biker 
gangs has developed into a bloody 
war. Live in peace or rest in pieces. 


When the American press 
carried front page stories of how 
bikers had gone on the rampage in 
the Californian town of Hollister on 
that most sacred of days, July 4th - 
Independence Day - the modern day 
outlaw was born. It was 1947, six 
years before Marlon Brando starred 
as Johnny, leader of the Black 
Rebels Motorcycle Club in The Wild 
One (a film that was actually 
banned in the UK for some 15 years 
after its American release). 

Life magazine told its readers that 
the rioters raced "their bikes down the 
main street and through traffic lights, 
they rammed into restaurants and 
bars, breaking furniture and mirrors", 
and that there were "nearly a hundred 
jailed cyclists and almost as many 
injured." Jesse James and Billy The 
Kid were alive and well, and were 
threatening the American way of life 
with their iron horses. 

In fact, of the 4,000 motorcyclists 
who converged on Hollister for a three 
day rally, nobody was arrested and 
charged with any serious or violence 
offence. Of those charged, most were 
fined for minor traffic offences. Still, 
the press has never been slow to let 
the truth get in the way of a good 
story. 

The rally had been organised by 
the American Motorcycle Association, 
a squeaky clean sports club that was 
quick to distance itself from the 
trouble at Hollister and at other events 
that followed. It issued a famous 
press statement, saying that "only one 
per cent of motorcyclists are 
hoodlums and troublemakers." 

The so-called outlaw bikers, didn't 
want anything to do with the AMA and 
its weekend riders anyway, and they 
were proud to adopt the "one per 
center" label. In fact, at a meeting in 
San Francisco, the leading outlaw 
clubs of the day, includng the Hell's 
Angels, the Gypsy Jokers, Satan's 
Slaves and the Galloping Gooses, 


later voted to add the one per center 
patch to their club colours to identify 
themselves as outlaws. 

Today there are over 900 outlaw 
gangs scattered throughout the United 
States, and many are chapters of what 
are now international organisations. 
The best known names in the outlaw 
world are the Hell's Angels, the 
Outlaws, and the Pagans, whose 
notoriety goes back at least as far as 
the Sixties, and The Bandidos, who 
first made it big time in the late 
Seventies. It's no secret that gangs 
wearing different colours rarely get on. 

By-law no. 10: 
"When an Angel 
punches a 
non-Angel, all 
other Angels will 
participate." 

Of course, there are now biker 
gangs all over the world, but it is in the 
Scandinavian countries of Denmark, 
Sweden, Norway and Finland that the 
rivalries between the different gangs 
has spiralled out of control. And we're 
not talking street fights with the odd 
blade thrown in. Rocket launchers are 
the current weapon of choice. 
Depending on what newspaper you 
read, between eight and a dozen 
people have been killed in the last five 
years of fighting between gangs 
associated with the Hell's Angels and 
gangs loyal to the Bandidos. 

Back in February, 1993, a biker 
was shot in his car outside his home. 

A high profile police raid on the 
Helsinki headquarters of the gang who 
are now an official Hell's Angels 
chapter, but were previously known as 
MC Overkill and MC Finland, followed. 
Army assault vehicles were used in 
the raid, but the police didn't get any 
sort of a result - unless you count 
shooting a dog. 


Minor gang related incidents 
followed all over Scandinavia, but it 
wasn't until February of the following 
year that there was another killing. 

The Hell's Angels attacked a Bandidos 
clubhouse in Southern Sweden, and 
during the gun battle a member of the 
Angels-alligned Rednecks was shot 
dead. Three other bikers were 
wounded. 

It was only a matter of time before 
revenge was sought for the death, and 
it happened in spectacular style on the 
18th of July 1995. The president of 
the Swedish Bandidos, Mikael 
Ljunggren, was shot in the back while 
riding his Harley Davidson. He was 
returning from a visit to the Helsinki 
chapter. His funeral a week later was 
attended by hundreds of Bandidos and 
related gang members from all over 
Europe and the USA. 

A day after the funeral, the Angels' 
prospect club, MC Finland, had its 
headquarters blasted with an 84mm 
bazooka round. This attack was 
quickly followed by a similar bazooka 
attack in Sweden, this time on another 
Angels' prospect club, MC Sweden. 

Members of the Bandidos and a 
related gang, the Undertakers, were 
arrested in connection with the attack, 
and raids uncovered other weapons 
including hand-grenades and 35 sticks 
of dynamite. The bazooka used in the 
Finnish attack was found at the 
bottom of a river and it had been 
stolen from the Swedish army, as had 
the one used in the Swedish attack. 

Rumour had it that the Stockholm 
based gang, the Choppers, who are 
part of MC Sweden, were responsible 
for Ljunggren's murder. Certainly, the 
Choppers were given prospect status 
by the Hell's Angels just a week after 
the Bandidos leader's death (Malmo 
was home to the only fully fledged 
Angels chapter at the time). 

In August, the Undertakers were 
given probationary status within the 
Bandidos organisation, following a 
meeting in Helsinki of over 30 
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Bandidos gang members from 
throughout the Nordic countries. That 
same month, the one time president of 
MC Finland was attacked as he left 
prison and he had his colours stolen. 
Colours, the denim or leather jacket 
bearing the gang's official emblem and 
the rockers featuring the club's name 
and location, are the most important 
possession a biker has and to lose 
them is the ultimate humiliation. They 
were later found during a police raid 
on a Bandidos' house and when gang 
members appeared in court in 
September over the bazooka attacks, 
the rival gangs clashed outside. 

Trouble continued that October 
when a tattoo parlour associated with 
MC Finland was wrecked. February, 
1996, also saw bomb attacks on a bar 
and motorcycle shop used by MC 
Finland members. 

On the 1st of March, a retaliatory 
strike on the Bandidos' headquarters 
in Helsinki was launched. A gun battle 
outside left two Bandidos members 
injured, including the gang's Vice 
President. 

In Stockholm, where MC Sweden 
had been granted Hell's Angel chapter 
status, a hand-grenade trap almost 
killed one of its members. His car had 
been tampered with so that it wouldn't 
start, forcing the driver to look under 
the bonnet which had been 
booby-trapped. At the very last 
moment, the biker noticed the string 
attached to the grenade and so didn't 
open the bonnet. If he had done, he 
would have been dead. Weapons like 
the grenade had been stolen from the 
Swedish army during a number of 
different raids. 

On the 10th of March, a Bandidos' 
officer called Uffe Larsen was shot 
dead at Copenhagen airport. In 
response, a bag of explosives that 
failed to detonate was left outside the 
Hell's Angels' HQ. There were also 
other bazooka attacks in both Sweden 
and Denmark. 

"What is needed 
right now is 
soldiers and 
warriors." 

Jorgen "Jonke" 
Nielsen, the 
Danish Hell's 
Angels president 

On the 6th of October, 1996, a 
missile attack on the Hell's Angels' 
headquarters in a residential area of 


Copenhagen killed two people, 
including a woman who was not a 
gang member, and injured 19. At the 
time, the Angels were hosting a party 
for hundreds of bikers from all over 
Denmark and abroad. The Bandidos 
and their allied gangs were not invited. 
This was the most serious incident to 
date, and a revenge shooting on the 
11th of January this year has left 
another person dead. 

The prime ministers of Denmark 
and Sweden issued a joint statement 
last Autumn, declaring that "from now 
on, we will fight the criminal 
motorcycle clubs together". Steps 
have been taken to try and end the 
biker war - for example, every full 
member of Helsinki's Bandidos was 
jailed last year on charges relating to 
the number of weapons found on club 
property - but without making it illegal 
to be a member of a biker gang, it is 
very difficult for the authorities to stop 
the violence, particularly when so 
many illegal weapons are still in 


circulation. Getting witnesses to 
testify to any violence is also a real 
problem for the police - few people 
want to cross biker gangs, and fewer 
still will testify in court against them 
for fear of retribution. And no biker is 
going to go into the witness box and 
break the strict code of silence that is 
adhered to by all outlaws. 

No doubt the rival gangs see every 
reason for continuing the violence in a 
bid to wipe the other off the face of the 
Earth. Loyalty is everything in the 
outlaw biker world, and it isn't really a 
question of whether your brother is 
right or wrong. All that matters is that 
he is your brother. One day though, 
the fighting will have to stop, either 
because there is nobody left to carry 
on the battle or because a truce is 
called. The problem is that that day 
may be a long time coming. 

Many thanks to Peter in Helsinki for 
his help in translating newspaper 
articles. 
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The good guys a come-come to take over 
The bad guys have to run because we are the new rulers 

COOL RULERS! 


As any Thursday night 
visitor to the St. Moritz club 
in London's Wardour 
Street will tell you, Gaz 
Mayall is without doubt 
the host with the most. His 
Gaz's Rockin' Blues nights 
started way back in July 
1980, originally as airing 
space for his massive 


record collection of ska, 
reggae, blues, R&B and 
good time rock 'n' roll. It 
also quickly developed 
into a showcase for 
musical legends and new 
bands alike, including his 
own outfit. The Trojans. 
The cool rulers . • • 


Gaz Mayall's love of music 
is second to none, and neither is 
his enthusiasm to share it with 
others. That's one of the first 
things that struck me about the 
man with one of the biggest smiles 
in the business when I interviewed 
him way back when for Zoof/, the 
ska and reggae fanzine. 

Collectors of Jamaican music are 
notoriously bad at sharing their 
knowledge about the music, 
something that has been passed 
down to the fans by the highly 
competitive world of the sound 
systems where having the only copy 
of a record makes you top dog. Back 
in '69, lots of skinheads would buy a 
new single, usually on import, and if it 
was any good, they'd scratch out the 
artist's name and song title so that 
none of their friends would know what 
to go out and buy. Gaz has one of 
the biggest ska and reggae record 
collections you are ever likely to see, 
and I naturally expected him to guard 
it with all the ferocity of a pitbull terrier 
with toothache. Instead, I sat in his 
flat, as he spun disc after disc, giving 
me an hour long musical education 
on the roots of ska that has stood me 
in good stead to this day. Not only 
that, he gave me a couple of singles 
he had spare copies of, and even 
bought me a secondhand Rosco 
Gordon LP as we walked through a 
market on our way to get something 
to eat. 

Of course, Gaz has been sharing 
the magical sounds that live within his 
record boxes every Thursday night 
since 1980 at Gaz's Rockin' Blues, 
London's longest running club. As 
well as a top notch sound system, 
you get the opportunity to check out 
legendary stars like Prince Buster and 
Screamin' Jay Hawkins right through 
to the cream of today's up and 
coming bands. 

From promoting, it was only a 
short step to launching his own record 
label. Inspired by the small 
independent Jamaican labels, which 
in turn had been inspired by the 
American R&B labels of the 1940s 
and 1950s, Gaz got started in the 
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record business in 1985. "Gaz's 
Rockin' Records was a dream I 
always wanted to fulfil. While 
celebrating my fifth anniversary of 
Gaz's Rockin' Blues with Alton Ellis 
and Georgie Fame and 15 other 
bands, I hosted a South London 
based ska group called Potato 5. I 
was so impressed with their approach 
to authentic ska and their 
contemporary lyrics by reggae artist, 
Floyd Lloyd Seivright, that I soon got 
involved. 

"They needed gigs and had 
trouble getting more than £25 a show. 
First off though, they needed product 
so I went to Stiff Records who were 
handling The Pogues and who had 
started Madness' successful career. 
Dave Robinson, Stiffs boss, lent me 
£2,000. So me and my brother Jason 
Mayall and my childhood friend, 
engineer Damian Korner, booked a 
studio in Central London (Clocktower 
in Barbican) and made a 12" single 
and a 7" - Ska Explosion ." 

Sad though it is, some people 
reading this - including ska fans - will 
never have heard of Potato 5. If there 
was any justice in the music game, 
everyone would have heard of them 
because without any doubt they were 
the best ska band Britain has ever 
produced, bar none. Even the likes of 
The Specials, one of my favourite 
bands, really .don't come close. And 
the Potato 5 were never better than 
when they teamed up with the 
Godfather of Ska himself, Laurel 
Aitken. 

On St. Valentine's Day, 1986, Gaz 
took Laurel and the Potato 5 into 
another studio and recorded four 
songs from a demo tape Laurel had 
brought with him. The only problem 
now was getting them released. "Stiff 
Records went bust so I had to find all 
the cash for the Laurel session. By 
the summer I released my first totally 
independent single, Sally Brown b/w 
Mad About You , soon after followed 
by Sahara. I sent a few copies to the 
press for review, and in September 
both singles were voted joint singles 
of the week by A/ME." 

Gaz himself hadn't been in a band 
of his own for nearly three years - his 
first band, Gaz's Rebel Blues 
Rockers, had called it a day in '83. 

So as 1986 came to an end, Gaz 
formed The Trojans with two Rebel 
Rockers - Johnny T on violin and 
Little Paul on harmonica - an old 
school friend Andrew Crawford on 
bass, Lucky Pete Lambert on drums, 
Crispin Gill, a guitarist who Gaz had 
spotted playing with a soul band at 
the Dublin Castle, and two 


saxophonists, veteran jazz man Rudy 
Jones and Forest Hillbilly, Colin 
Humphries. Their first gig was 
London's Astoria on December 23rd 
where they supported Laurel Aitken & 
The Potato 5 at a Xmas Ska 
Extravaganza. 

A lot of water has passed under 
the bridge since then. For a while in 
the late Eighties it looked like ska 
would breakthrough big time, but it 
wasn't to be and bands like The 
Potato 5, The Deltones, Maroon Town 
and The Trojans, were denied a wider 
audience. We've also seen the return 


of Madness and watered down 
versions of The Specials and The 
Selecter, but the lack of co-ordination 
between them hasn't really led to any 
real 2 Tone revival. 

Now that the dust has settled, it's 
good to see that Gaz Mayall and The 
Trojans are still very much in 
business. The line-up has varied - 
today the band consists of Gaz, Mark 
Hamilton on drums, Chris Compton 
on guitar, Gaz's brother Ben on bass, 
Rudy and Colin still on sax, Natty 
Hemisphere on percussion, and 
Ireland's Anton Ban O'Dochartaigh on 
bagpipes - but the good time 
philosophy hasn't shifted one inch. 
Ten years on and six albums later, 
they remain one of the freshest ska 
bands you'll have the pleasure to 
come across. Gaz's Rockin' Records 
also remained a haven for bands with 
an authentic sound when it would 
have been all too easy to embrace 
every band that was going. 

In Britain, The Trojans might not 
be as well known as they should be, 
but in Japan it's a totally different 
story. The Trojans play to packed 
houses (their albums are available on 


Sony Records there) and Gaz is so 
well known that he appeared in a TV 
commercial for TDK audio tapes. 

In Europe too, the band are 
starting to make big waves. They 
have just come back from their Cool 
Rulers Tour of Italy, France and 
Germany. The highlight was when 
they played to over 1,000 people in 
Milan following a lot of radio and 
press attention, but all didn't go to 
plan in Berlin. "We arrived in Berlin 
after a ridiculously lengthy ten hour 
drive to find the power off and the gig 
cancelled," explained Gaz. "I saw a 


big crowd gathered outside the venue 
and told them that The Trojans came 
to play their music, not just sit in a 
hotel. So I rounded up the band, 
donned my war paint, grabbed my 
melodica holsters, staff and shield, 
and we played in the street in the 
doorway of the venue that stitched us 
up. We drew a big crowd and played 
acoustic for 20 minutes till the police 
made us stop." 

The party simply moved to a 
nearby pub (despite a reluctant 
landlady) and around 150 people 
crammed into a small room to watch 
The Trojans play unplugged. "Just 
before we left, a huge skinhead bear 
hugged me, and said it was the best 
concert he'd seen all year and that 
him and his friends would remember 
it for the rest of their lives." 

Doing the gig was all part of Gaz's 
philosophy of being in the right place 
at the right time, doing the right thing. 
The excellent Cool Rulers album is 
out now and a lucky seventh album, 
Earth First , will be out in the Spring. 
Do the right thing yourself, sign on the 
dotted line and join The Trojans army 
today. □ 





One Eyvd Jack • page 12 


Victims Of 
Geography 


“There’s a point where you say no and push 

the pause button 
A point where no one should fuck themselves 

up for a media thrill. 
A point where sensation is no longer a buzz 

but a sad addiction 
A point where you have to try and save 

someone." 


Of course, nobody has to 
work for the mainstream media, even 
in days like these when jobs dont 
exactly grow on trees. But, in Britain at 
least, if you want to work in television 
you have little choice. I remember 
once, a bloke in Birmingham set up a 
pirate TV station to broadcast porno 
movies when BBC2 closed down for 
the night, but it didn't last. And if you 
dont fancy the hefty fine he got or a jail 
sentence, you either have to work for 
the good old Beeb, the ITV network, 
Murdoch's Sky TV or Channel 4. 

It doesn't really matter which way you 
turn. If you dont know the right people or 
your face doesnt fit, the chances are you 
wont even get a foot in the door. And if 
you do, you’ll probably end up making 
programmes that you are told to make, 
rather than programmes you’d like to 
make. Mainstream television caters for 
mainstream audiences and viewing 
figures seem to be all that’s important 
"Minority interest programmes" - a real 
buzz phrase with media trendies - only 
exists these days for blacks, queers, the 
disabled and Gaelic speakers. Of course 
these people should have their own 
programmes, but so should every other 
section within society. A regular street 
music programme for example would 
have a loyal and sizeable following, and 
yet year after year all we get is 57 varieties 
of The Chart Show. 

Doug Aubrey and Alan Robertson 
have to deal with this bullshit world on a 
daily basis. They operate the indie 
production company, Pictorial Heroes, 
who were responsible for The World Of 
Skinhead documentary shown on 
Channel 4 last year. Their latest project is 
called Victim Of Geography, the idea being 
to film different aspects of alternative 
culture in towns and cities across Europe, 
starting in warworn Yugoslavia and ending 
in the wilds of northern Scotland. Channel 
4 has promised some of the money, but 
getting the rest has proved virtually 
impossible. The likes of the The Scottish 
Film Production Fund didn't think it could 
even be done. 


In July of 1996, Doug set off to prove 
that they could come up with the goods. 
Together with another film maker, Marc 
"Nation" Hawker, he headed off to Serbia 
and Bosnia, armed with little more than a 
glorified camcorder, a list of possible 
contacts and "an open mind as to what 
and where events might take us." 

Even this failed to impress The 
Scottish Film Production Fund. Obviously 
not enough tartan and heather for their 
tastes. 'The fact is that we have been 
pissed around for far too long by people 
who dont really give a toss about anything 
other than their own political and correct 
agendas," Doug said after hearing that the 
SFPF had decided not to support the 
project yet again. 

After making it to Bosnia and back, the 
production team have no plans to throw in 
the towel. The show must go on as the 
old saying goes, and hopefully Victim Of 
Geography will be appearing on a TV set 
near you sooner rather than later. 

Until then, here are some extracts 
from the diary Doug kept while filming ... 

16 July 1996 

Buy new expensive sunglasses. 

18 July 1996 

We go to the Serb Embassy to collect 
our visas. Ifs like a journey back into the 
past; a stuffy bureaucratic office, which 
harks back to a Cold War version of life in 
the former Eastern Bloc. Luckily, we aren't 
kept waiting long, unlike some of the 
refugees / exiles whoVe apparently spent 
hours, if not days waiting. 


19 July 1996 

Strung out and hungover, it takes 
forever to get to Heathrow. A flight which 
passes with the usual BA pleasantries and 
hospitalities, eventually touches down in 
Budapest. We find a cheapish hotel near 
the main railway station, bordering on a 
low-life / red light district (just why is that 
areas around every railway station attract 
low-life?). 

Phone Alan and something happens 
(perhaps the start of a number of chance 
encounters?) that proves the real power of 
the internet as a tool for crossing borders. 
Carolyn Smith, a psycho-geographer and 
Anglo resident in Budapest has come 
across our web site just the day before, 
and suggested a meeting if we're passing 
through. Chance, or rather the internet I 
guess, favours a mind prepared. After a 
phone call and the initial sense of disbelief 
is overcome, we arrange to meet to drink 
and talk about Victim Of Geography 

After goulash, alcohol, laments for the 
loss of socialism in the UK, dissing of the 
Neoists and discussion of the (crap) state 
of football in Hungary, we end the night 
with a low-life drive through Budapest's red 
light 8th district. Though no red light, 
almost pitch black and just a few sad, fat 
hookers, local pimps and gangsters in 
shell suits hanging around, who finally tell 
us to fuck off from their bar. 

The whole episode, though unfilmed, 
underlines the real spirit of this project. 

That it comes from the street, from people 
living "it", rather than from an academy or 
via a "cultural foundation" with a suspect 
agenda. As they say in The X Files, the 
truth is out there. And it is what it is... 
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20 July 1996 

Cigarettes and alcohol. 

A journey by train from Budapest to 
Belgrade, second class, standing up all 
the way. One thing I've noticed about this 
part of the world as a non-smoker is that 
everyone smokes like chimneys (because 
it’s so cheap) and that by default over the 
next few weeks, I'll become a passive 
smoker. 

The train is filled with Serbians who 
have been on shopping sprees, who then 
proceed to spend the best part of the 
journey littering the countryside by lobbing 
wrappers and packaging out of the train 
windows, or putting on as many new 
clothes as possible. 

I filmed Marc talking about Maja, his 
lover in Belgrade, drinking cheap beer 
(which makes the event tolerable), and 
looking like the performance art world's 
answer to Bono. On a serious note, at 
one stage he pointed over in the direction 
of Srebrenica, a mere 150km away from 
where we were. 

The Hungarian and Serbian guards at 
the border aren't too happy about the 
camera hung around my neck and I'm 
questioned four times about what I'm up 
to, replying each time, 'Tourist' (if only 
they knew). 

We finally arrive in Belgrade, meet 
Maja, Aki and Uros, get on a tram and are 
instantly collared by security guards who 
fine us DM100 for not having tram tickets. 

Welcome to the one and only Zombie 
Town. 

21 July 1996 

After my first night in a businessmen's 
category B hotel, where the junkies bang 
up in the reception toilets, its on to Sunday 
lunch with Marc and Maja's family. Have 
you ever ate raw chilli and drunk Rakia at 
11:30 in the morning? We tell them about 
our plans and sense that just about 
everyone thinks we're mad to even try and 
get into a war zone. 

The evening is spent at a private club, 
meeting some of the people I hope to film: 
Bekan, Sasa, and Luna Lu who appears 
to be a handful and claims that I eat half 
my words (which I guess means that I 
must shit poetry). 

Trying to explain Victim without 
sounding like an arty-farty wanker is 
difficult, as is overcoming the language 
thing (I guess they're all used to public 
school BBC / British Council accents. 
Especially odd when you realise just how 
popular Cockney comedy shows like Only 
Fools And Horses, and Benny Hill, are 
over here. 

Perhaps they’re trying to play the hard 
to get artist number - or rather Luna Lu in 
particular. She does however make one 
suggestion that if I want a real victim of 
geography, then I need look no further 
than Arkan, a mafiosi mercenary and 
"hero" here. Arkan is effectively a (free 
and rich) prisoner, just like Karadice and 


Mladic in their own respective countries. 
Countries that they believe will one day 
rule the whole world for a thousand years. 
Hmmm... 

22 July 1996 

Do a late night / early morning radio 
show on B92 with Flecka, a blind DJ, and 
possibly the coolest man I've ever met 



Flecka at Radio B92, Belgrade 


We play skinhead reggae and talk on the 
phone live with real victims of geography, 
about victims, heroes and heroin. The 
point is made that the real heroes in 
Belgrade aren't the heavily armed, flash 
shit dealers, four-wheel driving 
mercenaries, Diesel Boys, or 
medallion-laden bullies, who seem to run 
this town, but people like Flecka. People 
with dignity, who say we don't have to take 
this crap. 

Through Flecka, we get to meet with 
Misha The Snake, a junkie, dealer and 
hoodlum who has recently been shot after 
refusing to cut deals any more. He agrees 
to meet with us to show us a junkie's 
geography of Belgrade tomorrow. 



Misha with the bullet 


23 July 1996 

We're encountering what we suspect 
is a lot of Serb paranoia (censorship?) 
about our trip to Sarajevo. We meet with 
one shit head, an arrogant radio journalist, 
who tells us our trip is impossible unless 
we have a fast car with diplomatic number 
plates, only travel by day, and get press 
accreditation from Republika Srbska 
(which is nearly impossible anyway). 

Cutting through the bullshit, I contact 
Reuters who tell us there is no problem 
and they give us a contact for IFOR. 



We spend the day in the company of 
Misha The Snake, getting a junkie / 
dealer's geography of the city and leam 
who really controls the heroin trade that 
comes to Belgrade, via Sofia and Turkey, 
then through Bosnia. Misha is just like the 
loaded gun he carries with him 
everywhere he goes. A "gun" here means 
not only a firearm, but also a syringe - take 
your pick, they're both shit. He carries 
both. 

24 July 1996 

Over coffee with Maja (Marc's 
girlfriend), Marc himself, and Luna Lu 
(Suzannah), we talk about what I'm trying 
to do (again). Luna Lu is a flawed star in 
her own right, someone perhaps a little bit 
too used to media exposure. As usual we 
move onto the subject of politics and the 
Serb sense of identity, talking about a 
project that the government here have 
planned for a free trade super city to be 
called Europolis. A utopian dream that 
would one day become the centre of 
Europe. Yet despite their governments 
desire for global domination, I like the 
Serbs I have met. Perhaps as Ras 
Todosijevic says in his (ironically) titled 
conceptual book of short stories, "Gott 
liebt die Serben" 

Rasa was a great guy, an artist full of 
conspiracy theories who used to be a 
Butlin's red coat with "art star" Marina 
Ambramovic back in the Sixties. He has 
also given us a pile of his books (!) and 
letters of introduction to many of his 
friends in Sarajevo. Many of who he's not 
sure about whether they're still alive. 

An electrifying night with Misha The 
Snake, cooking up for camera and 
preparing to inject himself again. There's 
a point you get to where you say no. Marc 
and I had reached it, even if it meant 
coming between a (former) junkie and his 
fix I'm fucked if I call that art or 
entertainment - despite what Trainspotters 
might think. 



Misha and Marc 


There’s a point where you say no and 
push the pause button. 

A point where no one should fuck 
themselves up for a media thrill. 

A point where sensation is no longer a 
buzz but a sad addiction. 

A point where you have to try and 
save someone. 

Tonight was a night to remember. 
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25 July 1996 

At long last we manage to pick up our 
IFOR press passes, after wading through 
UN bureaucracy. 

Realised just why Serbia are playing 
The Dream Team in the Olympic 
basketball final (there are basketball courts 
and kids playing the game everywhere) 
before finally ending up in a Belgrade 
suburb at a kid's birthday party. Sitting 
eating birthday cake in a backyard. 
Enjoying real Serbian hospitality during the 
"golden hour” and listening to the beautiful 
London accents of Lola and Masha - two 
of Bana Racic's three London girls - was a 
real contrast to events of the past 48 hours 
and a great way to unwind. 

26 July 1996 

A talk with Veren Matic, editor-in-chief 
at B92. 

Q: Is the war here really over?' 

A How can it be when the people 
responsible for all the killing and all the 
hate are still in power?' 

A night out on the town with Luna Lu, 
who stood us up after doing a great 
interview, meeting Misha The Snake, 
encountering Belgrade's skinheads, 
meeting a rich kid national socialist film 
distributor who has been inspired by the 
film Braveheari (Scotland be warned), and 
eating ice cream. 



Luna Lu 


Luna Lu, where were you? 

Feeding your habit? 

Taking us for DM100 and 
disappearing into the night on the promise 
that you would return? In the end we 
didn't miss you. 

28 July 1996 

Rapid machine gun fire provides the 
perfect early morning call. Better than a 
dodgy alarm clock any day! A journey 
from Belgrade to Sarajevo on a bus in the 
company of frightened people, unsure of 
what awaits them when they get "home" 
(whatever that means to them now). 

A knot in my stomach as we cross a 
bridge into Zvomik, the Republika Srbska 
border crossing. We are immediately 
hauled off the bus by border guards. 

Commander 'Why are you going to 
Sarajevo?' 

Marc: 'To make an experimental film!" 



I laugh, then realise that the Srbska 
militia man doesn't find it very funny. He 
nods his head in disbelief at two wankers 
with English, or rather EU, passports, who 
have no forwarding address in Sarajevo. 
He takes us for DM90 for visas, stamps 
our passports, and waves us away. I 
wonder if Martin Bell and John Pilger have 
ever had these problems and encounters? 

The journey through Bosnia soon got 
boring (the fact is, you see one burnt out 
village and you've seen them all) and the 
bus eventually takes us into Pale, the 
capital of this brave new republic (it's a bit 
like an independent Scotland locating its 
capital in a down market version of 
Aviemore). 

Crossing an IFOR checkpoint is like a 
Sunday afternoon stroll compared with our 
previous encounters. No passport checks, 
no questions, just a suggestion from 
Italian soldiers as to where we could find a 
taxi and a beer. 

Your first view of Sarajevo in 
sensaround 3D, rather than on a flat TV 
screen, hits you in the same way as 
seeing your first dead body for real does. 
Every building has been damaged if not 
destroyed. The warm stench of decay 
and corpses hits you hard as you pass by 
former football grounds that have become 
mass cemeteries for the war dead. Yet, 
everywhere we look we see people out 
walking, sitting art road side cafes and 
enjoying the kind of simple pleasures that 
we all take for granted. 

Like most people who find themselves 
in a strange town, we flounder around, try 
phoning our contacts with no success, and 
start wondering whether all the stories we 
have heard about this town when it gets 
dark are really true. We finally decide to 
get a cab to one of two hotels still open in 
Sarajevo, the Hotel Bosnia, which served 
as a brothel for UN troops during the war 
and still has a remarkably large number of 
single women wandering around its foyer 
in mini skirts and high heels looking for 
some (IFOR) action. 

A chance encounter leads us to Sneja, 
a recently returned refugee and old friend 
of Marc's from his time in Belgrade and 
association with the band Supemaut. 

Just looking around the bar that night, 

I am left wondering whether this really is 
the same city thafs been in everyone's 
mind at some point over the past four 
years, or whether that particular city is 
really somewhere else. Perhaps in the 


movies or a foreign correspondents 
imagination. 

29 July 1996 

I film wide angle travelling shots 
around Sarajevo and try to come to terms 
with the devastation. Trying to find a real 
comparison is difficult, but here goes 
anyway. 

Imagine what it would be like if a UK 
city, not much bigger than Bath, and its 
surrounding hills, had two and a half 
million shells dropped on it for the best 
part of four years. What would be left? 

Get the picture? 

The expression from Casablanca, "of 
all the bars in all the towns in all the world" 
has started to take on real significance 
now, as all the people we are hoping to 
find or discover are appearing in what now 
seems to be the town's focal point around 
the bars of the Hotel Bosnia. The most 
significant of these encounters is with 
Sasha, who we thought there would be 
little or no chance of finding (especially as 
all the street names have changed). 

Sasha is a Serb who has moved back to 
the city with his mother and father, who in 
turn are determined to live next to their 
Moslem neighbours in dark and bomb 
damaged tower blocks. Sasha's own 
story is worth telling here. 

During the early years of the war, he 
spent a year living in the country, avoiding 
the draft. Foraging for food to stay alive, 
and avoiding both the Chetniks and 
Bosnian Army regulars at the same time, 
before finally escaping to Belgrade to 
continue his studies as an architect. We 
spent the afternoon drifting around the city 
on foot, filming continually and giving both 
Sasha and ourselves a real chance to 
experience the devastation first hand. 

Tonight ended at Club BB, the only 
disco in town, which was filled with young 
war vets dancing to some of the worst 
examples of western pop music. Their 
faces reflecting the fact that they are all 
happy to be alive, even if they were 
suffering death by disco. In the course of 
events, someone says that Sarajevo is a 
city of lost children, all just waiting to be 
found. I think the dance floor at Club BB is 
their only playground; alcohol and dope 
their only release - for a while anyhow. 

30 July 1996 

Spent the day wandering around the 
ruins filming. Kids playing football and 
collecting water. A Hollywood film crew 
shooting a war story on a set built 
especially for their movie, in a city that has 
itself become one vast film set. Filming 
IFOR troops and trying to get our return 
tickets to Belgrade from the Serb suburbs 
of the city. Watching BBC news crews still 
driving around town in bullet proof four 
wheel drives, while we film from the street 
and soak up the sun and the special 
atmosphere of the city for real. The whole 
encounter makes me wonder just who it is 








One Eyed Jack • page 15 


that has a problem with reality now. 

Finding the infamous tunnel under the 
airport before being told to "Fuck off 
IFOR!" by irate Bosnian army regulars. 
Apparently the tunnel was paid for by 
Coca-Cola to keep the world's favourite 
drink flowing into the city during the siege, 
though its principle use was for getting 
troops out to the front lines during the 
fighting. 

We arrange to do a screening of 
Zombie Town and World Of Skinhead on 
Thursday night to prove that we aren't here 
to just take from the people of this city and 
stick a camera in their face. 

31 July 1996 

Somewhere in the course of events 
IVe managed to lose my new, very 
expensive sunglasses, so somewhere 
around this town is an extremely cool 
fucker wearing the best shades this side of 
the Moslem-Croat Federation border. 
Aside, we've spent the best part of the 
morning trying to convince the shell 
shocked, media weary folk at Radio Zid 
that we really arent just another bunch of 
newshounds, nor are we suspect trendies 
from MTV. 

We spend the evening drinking and 
socialising, meeting Scotty Gazza, a 
brilliant guy who used to drive aid convoys 
and who now runs football coaching 
sessions for kids in the hope of reviving 
Sarajevo's once thriving football 
sub-culture. The night ends in Club BB 
(again), where someone reminds me that 
just about everyone present amid all the 
smiling faces has either killed, been raped, 
found themselves carrying family 
members home in buckets, or buried 
more people than the average UK serial 
killer. 

At a party afterwards I'm told by a 
front-line veteran that its important that I 
always look into people's eyes when I talk 
or say cheers here. Because It shows that 
you are honourable and want to know the 
truth. And the truth is that behind all the 
smiles in this city and its love of Monty 
Python and surreal humour, its the eyes 
that give away whats happened here. 

And to be totally honest, its shit scary 
when you think about it too much. 



1 August 1996 

A haircut at a Turkish barber in the old 
part of the city. We end up having to get a 
very hungover Soba out of bed for filming. 
Drink is a real problem in this town and no 
wonder. A couple of beers later and we 
are rolling, visiting Club Obala, possibly 
the main reason that rock'n'roll along with 
a lot of children stayed alive during the 
siege. We then move onto Soba's studio 
and a moving, if not the most moving, 
interview IVe ever done. 

Soba has seen far too much for all of 
us, let alone a single artist. His work is 
filled with real and psychological shrapnel 
from his four years of fighting to defend his 
city from barbarism. He believes that the 
siege of Sarajevo wasn't just about trying 
to oust the Moslems, but more 
importantly, that it was a war between 
reason and barbarism. And that by 
attacking Sarajevo, the Chetniks - mostly 
peasants with rocket launchers or 
hooligans with grenades - were attacking 
all of us and our humanity. Soba says 
that he now feels lucky and privileged to 
be alive, but that the war is not over. How 
can it be? 



Soba in his studio 

Radio Zid finally deliver. Great 
interviews, very open, warm and friendly, 
with Adi and Aida, two DJs who have 
dodged grenades and bombs for the right 
to say, "Good morning Sarajevo!" Both 
are finding it difficult to re-adjust to peace - 
Adi because he's lost the buzz that war 
had given him, Ada because she believes 
there is no peace. 

The screening of the two films went by 
without incident, with the usual Balkan 
reserve, though I did feel that even some 
of the meanest guys in World Of Skinhead 
seemed like pussies when compared with 
your average Sarajevo man or woman. A 
point I make in an interview for a local 
fanzine. 

2 August 1996 

We seem to specialise in missing 
buses and relying on dodgy alarm clocks! 
Automatic machine gun fire is obviously 
unique to Belgrade. On finally arriving at 
the IFOR checkpoint, where we were 
meant to meet our bus, it was scant 
consolation to discover that it hadn't 
stopped anyhow, and even if it had done 
our tickets were already out of date! 


Sasha pointed us in the direction of a 
taxi to Pale, where, we were told by our 
Serb taxi driver, there were regular buses 
to and from Belgrade. A taxi ride along 
the old frontier followed, and ended in 
punctured back wheels. Hanging around 
in mined and Chetnik patrolled bandit 
country while the taxi driver nervously 
changed a tyre was an experience not to 
be forgotten, nor was a second puncture 
on the outskirts of Pale. 

Walking from the former front-line into 
the capital of Republika Serbska, loaded 
down with bags, I felt like a stranger 
entering a frontier town in the wild west, 
but more of an unwelcome tourist than a 
cowboy. Pale itself is a pathetic place, 
filled with black market traders and bored 
IFOR patrols that pass by Radovan 
Ka rad ice's front door every 20 minutes. 

The bus from Pale to the border was 
filled with young Chetnik conscripts, either 
heading home on leave or returning to 
their postings. One conscript told us that 
they were all still at war with their enemies, 
only for the moment they weren't using 
their guns, and that we should count 
ourselves lucky to be among friends rather 
than enemies. 

At the border we were once again (this 
is getting boring by the way) hauled from 
the bus by a smart assed young border 
guard. Thankfully though (and not for the 
first time), our IFOR passes get us out of 
the shit and this time I sense big and 
serious shit. Disappearing shit even. 

An overnight minibus ride from 
Belgrade to Budapest airport. Slept nearly 
all the way. Too knackered to film, let 
alone buy duty frees. 

3 August 1996 

Crossing borders is something that we 
can all do, like changing TV channels. 
Something that we all should do - even if 
ifs just in our imagination or on the internet 
- to stop the kind of shit that’s been going 
down out here from continuing. In the end 
it takes brave people like Sasha, Soba, 
Sneja, Ada, Adi, Fleka and Co. to prove 
that we really arent victims, but can really 
be heroes. 


You can keep up to date with the 
progress of Victims Of Geography on 
the information superhighway. 
Computer types are offered the 
following password ... 
www: 

http://users.colloquium.co.uk/~heroes/ 

pheroes.htm 

We will also be bringing you news in 
future issues of One Eyed Jack. □ 
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The mod revival of 
1979 is regularly 
written off by the 
mainstream music 
press as second 
rate. David Scott 
begs to differ. 


Millions 


Likes 


Us 


There was something 
very special about the year 
1979. Maybe it was something 
they were putting in the water, 
but one thing was for certain. 
Kids in secondary schools up 
and down the country wanted 
to be somebody. 

Sid Vicious may have pulled 
the plug on his own life earlier that 
year, but punk was still far from 
dead and mohicans, safety pins 
and bum flaps were to be found 
on teenage anarchists in every 
town and city. A lot of punks had 
turned skinhead by then though, 
and the long hot summer 
delivered debut singles from the 
Upstarts and The Cockney 
Rejects, while Sham 69 kept 
people guessing with a string of 
"farewell" gigs. 

1979 was the year that also 
gave us 2 Tone, with bands like 
Madness, The Specials and Bad 
Manners giving skinheads a link 
with their ska and reggae loving 
past. 2 Tone also saw the rise of 
the rude boys and rude girls, a cult 
that borrowed its name from the 
Jamaican ghettos and its look 
from the mods, skins and 
suedeheads who had listened to 
the original JA ska sound. 

You also had the odd ted, 
plenty of heavy metal merchants 
(usually the better off kids for 
some reason), and of course no 
youth club was complete without 
its quota of kids in suits, asking 
the harassed DJ to play Time For 
Action for the third time that night. 

The Jam were almost 
single-handedly responsible for 
kickstarting the renewed interest in 


Above: Paul Weller, Rick Buckler and Bruce Foxton of 
The Jam. Critics conveniently seperate one of 
Britain's greatest bands from the other mod revival 
bands, something the mods of '79 never did. 


all things mod. Born in 1976, The 
Jam were readily associated with 
the energy and excitement of 
punk rock, but Woking's finest 
were never really obvious 
companions of the Pistols and Co. 
In fact their choice of clothing - 


smart suits, shirts and ties - and 
their choice of material - lots of 
covers of old soul and R&B 
classics like Heatwave, Ride Your 
Pony, Mustang Sally and Sweet 
Soul Music - saw them written off 
as Who clones in certain circles. 
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What was so special about The 
Jam though was the original 
material that they came up with, 
and by the time All Mod Cons was 
released by Polydor in October, 

78, they were being hailed as the 
band of the decade. And when 
you listen to Down In A Tube 
Station At Midnight, David Watts 
and A-Bomb In Wardour Street 
you can see why. This album, 
together with 1979's Setting Sons 
LP, really did represent the band - 
and the mod revival - at its peak. 

By the time All Mod Cons hit 
the shops, the return of the mods 
was already underway. As early 
as March, 78, Sounds had 
featured Jam fans from London 
and Essex who were reviving the 
whole mod way of life. 'They're 
as much into the complete 60s 
fashion as they are the band. The 
Jam fans are so keen to keep to 
the mod style, they buy their suits 
from jumbles sales..." 

One of the mods interviewed 
was Grant Fleming, who would 
later reappear in Kidz Next Door 
with Jimmy Pursey's little brother, 
Robbie. "It was just our own little 
movement of about 100-150 kids 
with mod as a way of life. Mod as 
a way of thinking. It's fun loving 
and it’s smart." 

Just as the so-called Bromley 
Contingent of punks had followed 
The Sex Pistols to Paris back in 
September 76, Fleming and other 
mods followed The Jam to the 
French capital in February, 1979. 
Everyone on that trip knew that 
they were part of something 
special - Fleming even distributed 
a prototype mod fanzine, The Mod 
Pilgrimage, among fellow 
travellers. 

Paul Weller, the Modffather of 
cool then as he is now, was a 
natural leader for the new mod 
movement, but The Jam regularly 
distanced themselves from any 
mod revivalist tag, no dcubt 
wanting to avoid being seen as 
part of a five minute fad. Critics 
of the mod revival also try to 
separate The Jam from the other 
bands, but the mods of the day 
never made any distinction. The 
fortunes of the mod revival were 
also totally linked to those of The 
Jam. The band had renewed 


interest in mod culture at the end 
of the Seventies and it was their 
spilt in October, '82, that signalled 
the end of the revival (at least for 
the vast majority of mods). 

The classic film Quadrophenia 
is now widely accepted as playing 
a major part in spawning the mod 
revival. When filming took place 
in 1978 mods were thin on the 
ground, and it was the northern 
scooter clubs who provided the 
"mods" and their wheels, with 
mirrors and all the trimmings 
having to be added to recreate a 
more Sixties' look. There is little 
doubt that its success in the 
cinema contributed to the growing 
ranks of the mod army, but by the 
time of its London premiere in 
May of 79, mod was already very 
much back on the musical map. 

In fact, at least two dozen 
bands were already doing the 
rounds in the name of mod, either 
as fully fledged mod bands or as 
outfits with a mod following. 

Bands like The Scooters, The 
Detours, The Directions, The Teen 
Beats, The Vespas, The Crooks, 
The Mods, Long Tall Shorty (who 
a month or two before had been 
called The Indicators) and The 
Low Numbers. 

Bands spearheading the march 
of the mods were Secret Affair, 
Squire, The Purple Hearts, The 
Chords and Back To Zero (not to 
be confused with the equally 
highly rated R&B outfit Nine Below 
Zero). Secret Affair were very 
much seen as being at the 
forefront of the mod revival, and 
vocalist Ian Page was on a par 
with Weller in the ace face stakes 
and was widely regarded and 
respected as a spokesman for all 
things mod at the time. Page, 
together with the band's guitarist, 
Dave Cairns, had cut their teeth 
with pop punk outfit, The New 
Hearts, whose debut single, Just 
Another Teenage Anthem, was 
released just before they set off on 
their first nationwide tour in 
November, 1977, supporting none 
other than The Jam. 

It was Secret Affair who had 
topped the bill at the now 
legendary Mods Mayday gig at 
Canning Town's Bridge House. 
Also on the bill were The Mods, 


If you missed out on 
the mod revival first 
time around or are fed 
up listening to 
scratched 7"s, the 
following compilation 
CDs will put you right 
back in the thick of 
the action . . . 

MODS MAY DAY 79 (Dojo) 

CD re-issue of this classic live 
mod revival album with the added 
bonus of two Merton Parkas' 
tracks that didn't appear on the 
original release. 

THIS IS MOD VOL. 1 (Anagram) 
Excellent collection of mod revival 
rarities including Wolverhampton 
band The Circles, the superb 
Cigarettes and The Nips who 
featured a pre-Progues Shane 
McGowan. As with all the 
releases in this series, it comes 
with excellent sleeve notes by 
Record Collector's John Reed. 

THIS IS MOD VOL. 2 (Anagram) 
More rarities from '79-'81, this 
time featuring bigger names like 
The Purple Hearts The Crooks, the 
highly rated Killermeters and The 
V.I.P.s. Also includes Terry 
Tonik's Just A Little Mod. 

THIS IS MOD VOL. 3 (Anagram) 

A collection of singles issued on 
Diamond Records in the 
mid-Eighties, but does include 
seven tracks by Long Tall Shorty. 

THIS IS MOD VOL. 4 (Anagram) 
More mod revival rarities 
including The Lambrettas first 
single and The Merton Parkas last 
one. Also includes The 
Untouchables and The Directions. 

THE BEAT GENERATION AND THE 
ANGRY YOUNG MEN 
(Captain Mod) 

Originally compiled by Eddie Pillar 
in 1984, it features unreleased and 
demo tracks from Long Tall 
Shorty, The Purple Hearts and Les 
Elite. Well worth picking up. 

UPPERS ON THE SOUTH DOWNS 
(Dojo) 

CD re-issue of the 1980 Safari 
compilation of south coast bands 
with bonus tracks. Includes no 
less than nine tracks by The 
Teenbeats and three from The 
Purple Hearts. 

ODD BODS MODS & SODS 
(Captain Mod) 

Reissue of the Rok Records 
sampler of the same name, but 
with 11 bonus tracks. Squire and 
The V.I.P.'s represent mod. 
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Beggar, Small Hours, Squire and 
The Merton Parkas. The gig was 
recorded and released that August 
as Mods Mayday 79, featuring 
three songs each from five of the 
six bands present - The Merton 
Parkas couldn't appear because 
they had signed to Beggars 
Banquet that June and had 
become the first mod revival band 
to chart with You Need Wheels 
reaching number 40 in the charts 
the following month). 

Secret Affair's debut single 
Time For Action (on the band's 
own 1-Spy label via Arista) was 
and remains the classic revival 
anthem. It made it to number 13 
in the charts, and shifted 6,000 
copies in just one day. 

At the time, the mod revival 
was still very much a London 
phenomenon, but all that was 
about to change when the 17 date 
March Of The Mods tour kicked 
off at Scarborough's Penthouse on 
the 10th of August. Secret Affair 
again headlined with The Purple 
Hearts and Back To Zero 
providing support. 


In November, Secret Affair's 
debut album, Glory Boys - also the 
name given to their hardcore mod 
following - was released. The 
same week that it hit the shops, 
the band appeared on the front 
covers of both Sounds and NME. 
Mod was definitely big news. 

The Purple Hearts, who took 
their name from the drug of choice 
for Sixties mods, had previously 
been punk band Robbie Hatchet & 
The Sockets whose main claim to 
fame was a support slot with The 
Buzzcocks. The Romford-based 
four piece had changed names 
and their allegiance to the mod 
cause back in May, '78, and had 
spearheaded the East London 
mod scene that was beginning to 
take shape. Picking up the tag 
"Bootboys in parkas" because of 
their punk roots (vocalist Bob 
Manton told NME that they 
considered themselves mods, but 
it didn't mean they had to "sleep in 
mohair suits"), the band released 
their superb debut single, Millions 
Like Us (Fiction) just as The 


March Of The Mods Tour was 
coming to an end. 

South London's The Chords 
went on their own 17 date tour in 
September to promote their debut 
single, Nowlt's Gone (Polydor). 
They had started life under the 
unlikely name of Orgasmic 
Peroxide, playing crap like Nights 
In White Satin and Sweet Home 
Alabama, but quickly came to their 
senses, and after a brief spell as 
The Action they became mod 
favourites, The Chords. 

It's generally accepted that the 
first genuine mod revival single 
came from Squire whose Get 
Ready To Go appeared on Rok 
Records in March, 1979. Squire, 
who took their name from the 
shop they rehearsed above, had 
been around since the early 
Seventies and had played 
everything from heavy rock to 
Kinks' covers, but hailing from The 
Jam's hometown, it was perhaps 
not surprising that they eventually 
threw in their lot with the new 
coming of mod (Squire's Tony 
Meynell had sat next to Paul 


Below: Dennis Smith, Ian Page, Seb Shelton and Dave Cairns of Secret Affair. 
Good enough to appear on the front cover of both Sounds and NME in the same week 
in November, 1979, they did for mod what The Specials did for ska. 
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Weller at school). By the Summer 
of 78, Squire were a fully fledged 
mod band, complete with boating 
blazers, and by the Summer of 79 
they were regulars on the London 
mod pub and club scene. After 
talk of starting their own label and 
interest from various record 
companies, the band eventually 
signed to I Spy and released 
another of the mod revival's 
classics, Walking Down The King's 
Road b/w It's A Mod Mod World. 

The quality of some of the 
other mod bands doing the rounds 
in the wake of Quadrophenia 
however sometimes left a little to 
be desired. As with any 
movement, it attracted the 
bandwagon outfits who didn't have 
any genuine interest in mod 
culture, but there were plenty of 
other bands who were never going 
to set the world on fire, but who 
offered a good night out for a 
pound or two. 

Other bands like The 
Lambrettas seemed to have 
everything going for them - the 
name, the look and some great 
songs like The Coasters' cover 
Poison Ivy (a top ten hit in early 
1980), Go Steady a nd 
Da-A-A-Ance - but because of 
their commercial nature, they 
weren't fully accepted by the mod 
fraternity. And not even the 
youngest of mods were interested 
in novelty nonsense like M.O.D. 
(David Essex in disguise) and 
Terry Tonik. 

If you were a mod in London 
during the Summer of 79 you 
certainly couldn't complain about 
the lack of entertainment on offer. 
There was at least one gig every 
night of the week in and around 
the Big Smoke - on one Sunday in 
July you could have seen Secret 
Affair and Squire at the mod 
stronghold, The Bridge House, 
headed for the Dublin Castle in 
Camden to see Reaction and The 
Shapes, seen The Chords and 
Wakefield's The Donkeys at The 
Marquee, or gone along to 
Vespa's at the Global Village in 
Paddington to see Peterborough's 
The Name, The Teen Beats, 

Squire (their second gig of the 
night) Southend's Speedball and 
The Small Hours. 


It was in these small pubs and 
sweaty clubs that the true value of 
the mod revival really came into 
its own. Outsiders could take the 
piss all they wanted, but chances 
were they never knew what it was 
like to be part of something 
different, something special, 
something exclusive. Even The 
Jam realised that they were losing 
touch with grassroots reality by 
constantly playing the larger 
venues, but their appearance at 
The Marquee in November as 
John’s Boys (Paul's dad John 
managed the band) was the worst 
kept secret of the year and trouble 
flared when the full house signs 
went up and people were locked 
out. 

The mainstream press was 
happy enough to cover the mod 
revival while it was boosting their 
sales, but for the real low down on 
what was happening you turned to 
the growing number of modzines, 
including the unsurpassed 
Maximum Speed , Direction 
Reaction Creation (a name taken 
from the back cover of a Jam 
record) and Eddie Pillar's 
Extraordinary Sensations. They 
took their cue from the countless 
punk fanzines that were part and 
parcel of punk's DIY ethic, but the 
modzines were almost without 
exception far tidier affairs. 

The Sixties mods had always 
prided themselves in being at 
least one step ahead of fashion, 
and this is where the mod revival 
let itself down most badly. You 
couldn't walk past a market stall 
without being offered a sea of 
mod patches, badges, cheapo 
suits and dodgy parkas. There 
were always those who 
understood the true meaning of 
style, but particularly at the 
younger end of the scale, a parka 
covered in target patches and 
hundreds of button badges was 
too often where it was at. 

Naturally enough, those without 
the correct amount of suss were 
written off - to be called a poser or 
a plastic was the ultimate in put 
downs - but to survive into the 
next generation every cult needs 
young blood. And nobody is born 
with all the knowledge you need to 
be a top mod. The funny thing 



Above: The Lambrettas 
performing Poison Ivy on 
Top Of The Pops. 

was, some of the ace faces of 79 
didn't even last until the summer 
of the following year, while a few 
of the "plastics" remain faithful to 
the cult to this day. 

So much had happened so 
quickly, and too many bands had 
been pushed into the limelight 
before they were really ready. A 
lot of potential was never fulfilled, 
and the mod torch that had burned 
so brightly began to lose some of 
its glow. The mainstream press, 
ever hungry to discover the next 
big thing, was quick to drop the 
mod revival - just as it did the ska 
revival that ran parallel with it - 
and took to ridiculing the same 
bands they had championed only 
months earlier. 

When The Jam called it a 
day, the music papers declared 
the mod revival at an end, but all 
that had really happened was that 
mod waved goodbye to the 
fashion victims and went 
underground. The hardcore that 
remained on the scene were 
responsible for mod continuing 
throughout the Eighties and into 
the Nineties. 

The mod revival of 79 was 
never going to be everybody's cup 
of tea, but to those who followed 
the bands it meant everything. 

The critics can say what they like, 
but there were millions like us, out 
on the streets, living it up as 
mods. Classic times indeed. □ 







Glam Slam! 



All The Way To Memphis - 


The Story Of Mott The Hoople 


By Philip Cato 


ISBN 1 898927 65 0 


The first ever detailed account of one of 
Britain's greatest street rock 'n' roll bands. 
Including a full UK discography and 
complete gig listing, Philip Cato traces the 
history of the band from Its roots In the 
Shropshire music scene right through to 
worldwide fame and the band's eventual 
spilt. 


U.K. Price £9.99 


Europe £11/FF110/DM30/US$20 


Rest Of world £12/US$25 


All prices include postage. 


Crash Course For The Ravers 


- A Glam Odyssey 


By Philip Cato 


ISBN 1 898927 65 0 


Europe £8/FF80/DM25/US$16 


Rest of world £9/US$l8 


All prices Include postage. 


Philip Cato's guide to growing up to the 
sounds of David Bowie, Slade, T-Rex, Roxy 
Music, Suzl Quatro and other glam greats 
like, er, woodwind. Never heard of 
woodwind? All will be revealed when you 
Join the pilgrimage back to the land of 
platform heels and sherbert fountains. 


U.K. Price £6.99 


In the UK please make all cheques and postal orders payable to S.T. Publishing. 
Overseas readers should send either GB£ cheque or GB£ money order or cash in the currencies 
listed. We cannot accept foreign cheques. Send large amounts by registered post. 


S.T. PUBLISHING 

P.O. BOX 12, LOCKERBIE, DUMFRIESSHIRE. DG11 3BW. SCOTLAND 
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Dedicated 


Follower Of 
F ashion 


When the likes of 
Irvine Welsh write 
about casuals, 
trendy wankers in 
the media fall over 
themselves to offer 
praise. When a 
casual writes about 
casuals, it all 
becomes a little too 
real for them. 
George Marshall 
talks to Gavin 
Anderson about his 
controversial novel 
Casual and about 
the cult dedicated to 
style. 


I first came across the 
casual cult at the start of the 
1980s, when I was a regular 
visitor to Tottenham's White 
Hart Lane, but it didn't really 
capture my imagination until a 
couple of years later when I 
moved back to Scotland and 
ended up at a Motherwell's Fir 
Park one Saturday afternoon. 
The attraction wasn't so much 
the football (I can't even 
remember the score), but the 
much expected trouble between 
"the best dressed in the West", 
Motherwell's Saturday Service, 
and the then top boys of 
Scottish football, the Aberdeen 
Soccer Casuals. 

Largely because of their almost 
boys next door image, the casuals 
initially went largely unnoticed by 
the media and wider public alike, 
but at street level the cult became 
the biggest youth cult of the 
Eighties, attracting converts from 
the tribes of 79 - especially mods 
and skinheads - and younger 
devotees who had never heard of 
Carnaby Street or Dr. Marten, but 
who knew the designer label 
catalogues inside out. The cult's 
popularity seemed to wane slightly 
five or six years ago, but today it is 
enjoying a revival in fortunes at a 
time when the British authorities 
are claiming to have the hooligan 
problem under control. 

During Euro '96, there seemed 
to be more football hooliganism on 


bookshop shelves than at the 
games, with both John King’s 
excellent The Football Factory and 
the equally good Brimstone 
brothers' Everywhere We Go 
getting rave reviews and sales 
figures to match. Picking up a lot 
less favourable attention from the 
mainstream press was Gavin 
Anderson's Casual, a novel very 
much in the tradition of Richard 
Allen's sex and violence cult 
paperbacks that sold by the barrel 
load to teenagers in the Seventies 
and remains highly collectable to 
this day. 

While the chattering classes 
were happily recommending the 
other books to all and sundry, 
Casual was being condemned by 
mugs who live in a sad world of 
Fantasy Football, the ultra-trendy 
Football Italia (and you thought 
Arsenal were boring), all-seater 
grounds with ticket prices to 
match, replica tops from Third 
World countries (I saw one wanker 
wearing a Cameroons top the 
other day) and Baddiel and 
Skinner's chart-topping Euro '96 
single, Three Lions (football's 
selling out more like). No doubt 
shocked and horrified by the big 
posters that went up all over 
Central Scotland promising "casual 
sex, casual style and casual 
violence", Martin Rose, the head 
of the Federation of Scottish 
Supporters Clubs told the 
Edinburgh Evening News that 
Casual would "be shunned by real 
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football fans", and the John Lewis 
store in Edinburgh even went to 
the hypocritical length of banning 
the book - hypocritical because 
they are quite happy to stock the 
likes of Irvine Welsh's Marabou 
Stork Nightmare which is not only 
about casuals, but also contains a 
graphic and detailed gang rape 
scene. Obviously the sound of 
ringing tills silenced any moral 
concerns the department store had 
there. 

Casual , in the true spirit of 
street fiction, never made any 
claims to literary merit. It is simply 
pulp literature at its page turning 
best. What makes it all the better 
though (and what no doubt 
annoyed the knockers the most) is 
the fact that Gavin Anderson is a 
casual himself and not a middle 
aged middle class Salman 
Rushdie wannabe. "I became a 
casual at the end of 1983 when I 
was a mere 17 years old," recalls 
the author who remains faithful to 
the cult to this day. "The main 
attraction was the fashions, as it 
was completely different to 
anything else around at the time. 

I'd been a mod since 1979, but 
after The Jam split in 1982 it all 
started to fall apart. I crashed my 
Vespa 100 Sport in August, '83, 
and with the money from the 
insurance decided to replace my 
wardrobe completely. The letters 
pages of Sounds were full of 
articles on casuals at the time, and 
the Aberdeen casuals were 
beginning to get some publicity, so 
that was it. A train journey to 
London, a visit to Stewart's in 
Shepherds Bush, and I returned to 
Scotland a new man. A mate of 
mine, Subbs, had also gone casual 
in the Summer of '83 so he was an 
influence as well." 

As mentioned earlier, a lot of 
ex-mods seemed to find their way 
into the ranks of the casual armies, 
and as far as being dedicated 
followers of fashion went, the 
casuals had far more in common 
with the mods (and particularly the 
hard mods) of the Sixties than 
might first be imagined. "The 
casuals were the mods of the 
1980s", argues Gavin. "We were 
style obsessed and fashions 
changed from week to week, just 


the same as with the Sixties' mod 
movement. In hindsight, the mod 
movement of '79-'82 had really 
missed the point. It was pure 
revivalist and had nothing new to 
offer apart from some great bands. 
The clothes were too backward 
looking. In actual fact, the current 
mod movement is a far more 
accurate portrayal of the mod 
attitude than the '79 version, 
probably because the current 
movement is a mixture of casual 
and mod, and people are more 
adventurous with what they wear." 

Living as he did in Edinburgh at 
the time, Gavin was in a perfect 


position to witness the rise of the 
cult in Scotland's capital. The 
gang-infested no mean city of 
Glasgow would have appeared at 
face value to be the more natural 
breeding ground for casualdom, 
but it is Edinburgh, and particularly 
Hibernian's Capital City Service, 
that has the most feared reputation 
in the football casual stakes. This 
is largely because of the backlash 
against the early casuals in 
Glasgow, particularly from among 
Celtic fans, resulting in the historic 
"It's magic you know - Celtic and 
casuals don't go!" battles, which 
saw the Celtic scarfers virtually 
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smother any chance Celtic ever 
had of developing a casual 
hooligan element back in the 
mid-Eighties. Of course there are 
football casuals in Glasgow - 
Rangers' ICF, Thistle's NGE and 
Celtic's CSB for starters - but none 
of them touched Aberdeen in their 
heyday, and they have since come 
a poor second to the CCS (despite 
what The Daily Record will tell 
you). Gavin can shine further light 
on Hibs' success. "In Glasgow, 
both Celtic and Rangers already 
had large hooligan followings with 
their own traditions around the 
religious thing. Hearts also 
suffered to some extent here as 
they probably had one of the most 
active hooligan groups in Britain at 
the time. All these hooligan 
groups consisted of skinheads and 
normal boot boys. Hibs on the 
other hand had nothing at the time. 
There was no tradition of 
hooliganism and the casuals were 
able to take hold with none of the 
opposition suffered at the other 
clubs, and in particular at Hearts 
and Celtic." 

It was the Hibs boys who led 
the Scottish mob (mainly from 
Edinburgh, Dundee, Aberdeen and 
Falkirk) that headed south to meet 
their English counterparts before 
and after the Euro '96 match 
between the two countries (trouble 
inside grounds has virtually 
disappeared with segregation and 
close-circuit cameras). Scotland's 
reputation as "the best behaved 
supporters in the world" is largely 
down to the fact that those who 
follow the national team abroad 
seem to be mainly from the 
smaller clubs or are little short of 
full-time Scotland supporters. It's 
a tag that Gavin, and many others, 
dismiss as a myth. "The only 
difference between Scottish and 
English fans abroad is that English 
fans are usually attacked and 
provoked into fighting. If Scottish 
fans suffered the same 
provocation, they would also react. 
I’ve been abroad with Scotland 
and with Chelsea, and although 
there was some fisticuffs at the 
Chelsea games that wasn't there at 
the Scotland ones, the behaviour 
of the Chelsea fans in general was 
far better than that of the Scotland 
fans. The violence of the Chelsea 


fans was directed mainly at the 
hooligans on the opposite side, 
whereas the general unpleasant 
behaviour of the Tartan Army - 
large scale drunkenness, abusive 
language and behaviour, using the 
kilt to indecently expose yourself, 
and minor damage to public 
property - was directed at anyone 
who came within earshot." 

"The casuals were 
the mods of the 
1980s. We were 
style obsessed and 
fashions changed 
from week to week, 
just the same as 
with the Sixties' 
mod movement." 

The Scottish firm that travelled 
to London to do battle was looking 
forward to demonstrating that it 
represented the cream of British 
hooliganism, but a heavy police 
presence prevented anything more 
than the odd skirmish taking place. 
At least the Scots had the bollocks 
to put on a show in London though, 
which is more than can be said for 
the Germans and the Dutch. In 
the early Eighties, the English 
hooligans tended to be older than 
the Scottish firms whose numbers 
were made up of mainly 
teenagers, but according to Gavin 
who now lives in London, this is 
not as obvious now as it used to 
be. He sees the biggest difference 
today as being the frequency of 
trouble. "London casuals tend to 
pick and choose their games. 

There may be only two or three 
incidents a season, but they are 
normally major. Clubs such as 
Chelsea, West Ham, Millwall, 
Spurs and Arsenal can pull large 
hooligan firms a few times a 
season when required, but the 
smaller clubs like Leicester City, 
Birmingham, Hull City, and so on, 
are more frequently involved in 
incidents. Scottish clubs are more 
troublesome on a weekly basis, but 
the incidents tend to be smaller 
scale. Aberdeen, Hibs, Hearts, 


Rangers and Celtic can all pull 
firms when required, but again the 
smaller teams like Airdrie and 
Morton are causing trouble on a 
more regular basis." 

Casuals must represent the 
largest working class youth cult in 
Britain today, something that 
Gavin puts down to the fact that 
the violence never really 
disappeared, and because of the 
collapse of the acid house scene 
and the upsurge of more football 
related bands and fashions (like 
Oasis and Blur) which has created 
new interest in the style and 
attitude. There's another important 
reason too. "The casuals are a 
street level reaction to the 
sanitised version of football as 
promoted by the Premier League 
and Sky TV. Fans feel that since 
the violence died down in '90-'91, 
the corporate wankers and trendy 
middle class types have infiltrated 
our game. The violence is making 
a return as a backlash to the clubs' 
attempts at changing their fan 
profiles." 

An interview with a casual 
wouldn't be complete without 
asking what the labels to be seen 
in will be during the current football 
season. "Stone Island is still the 
main label," reckons Gavin, 
"although Massimo Osti and 
Tommy Hilfiger will be popular this 
winter. Also Henri Lloyd knitwear 
and jackets will be big. The other 
big thing is a move back to more 
English labels such as Burberry's 
and Kent & Curwen." 

There's only one thing for it. 
Start saving those pennies. □ 


S.T. Publishing is planning a 
book on football hooliganism. 
We want to hear from anyone 
who is or was involved in 
violence at football and who 
wants to share their stories and 
experiences. If you are 
interested in helping with this 
project please write to George 
Marshall, S.T. Publishing, P.O. 
Box 12, Lockerbie, 
Dumfriesshire. DG11 3BW. 
Scotland. All replies will be 
treated in the strictest 
confidence. 
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One Eyed 

Jack 


If you share our dream of building a 
magazine that can offer a true alternative 
to the mainstream press, here's how you 

can get involved. 


Working Together 
To Beat The Odds 

Building a voice for the streets 

For years now, youth street culture has been crying out for a magazine it could call its 
own. The mainstream press is exactly that - a press that serves the mainstream. It's 
heavy reliance on advertising means that it must reach the widest audience possible. 
And that means the likes of us don't get a look in. Street record labels have been 
sending promotional copies of releases to the big boys for years, bands have invited 
them to come and see our gigs, and so on and so on. How much longer are we going to 
keep on doing this before we get the message. Most of them couldn't care less about 
us. 

In the valley of the blind, the one eyed man is king 

One Eyed Jack is a magazine dedicated to street culture and the youth cults that 
surround it. We actually have a lot of respect for magazines like Q, Record Collector, 
Loaded,, Select and their kin, but have given up believing that one day they will give 
street music and street culture the coverage it deserves. It's ridiculous that we should 
feel grateful for the odd article on 2 Tone or The Clash. We can moan about it all we 
like, but action speaks louder than words. It's up to us to build our own alternative to 
the mainstream press, and One Eyed Jack is part of that fight back. 

This time it's war! 

We have one aim for One Eyed Jack. To create the ultimate street magazine. It's not 
going to happen overnight, but if we didn't think we could do it, we wouldn't be wasting 
either your time or our own. To make this work though, to really make this work, we 
need one more ingredient. You. We're not going to go all evangelical on you with 
meaningless bollocks about how "we are nothing without you". That's stating the 
obvious. But if you share our dream of building a magazine that can offer a true 
alternative to what's currently available in High Street newsagents, then get involved 
for fuck's sake. 

Direct action 

If you are in a street band, make sure we get all the latest news on gig dates, 
forthcoming releases, and so on. If you run a record label, do likewise. In fact we 
want to hear about anything relating to street culture - CDs, vinyl, books, videos, 
fanzines, films. You name it and we'll try to find space for it. We also want One Eyed 
Jack to act as a platform for the large number of talented street writers that are out 
there. If that's you and you want to get involved, drop us a line. The same goes for 
photographers, artists, what have you. We also want to hear from readers who have 
ideas about what we should be covering. Let us know what you think of that CD you've 
just spent hard earned money on. Tell us what's happening in your town or city. Above 
all, help us to make each issue of One Eyed Jack better than the last one. 

One Eyed Jack, S.T. Publishing, P.O. Box 12, Lockerbie. DG11 3BW. Scotland. 
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£2,000 can buy a lot of beer. And if you are the best street band in the 
world we want to get you very drunk indeed . . . 


Street Fight I 

Battle Of The Street Bands 

There are some excellent street bands out there 
and every year, One Eyed Jack plans to acknowledge 
that fact by holding its very own battle of the street 
bands competition called Street Fight. 

It's a winner takes all competition. And we have 
£2,000 in stolen bank notes (if any plods are reading 
this, we are joking about the stolen bit) to give to the 
band that emerges triumphant. And it's up to the 
winning band what they spend the money on. Studio 
time, equipment, pressing a CD, beer. We don't care. 

Full entry details will appear in issue two of One 
Eyed Jack so if you want to get your hands on two 
grand, but aren't in a band, now's the time to form 
one. The competition will be open to any street band, 
bid or new, playing any kind of street music. Mod, 
punk, Oil, psychobilly, glam, hardcore, gangsta rap, 
whatever - as long as it's the sound of the streets you 
are welcome to enter. 

The format of the competition will run like this. In 
issue two (on the streets April / May) we will be 
printing an official entry form which will ask a few 


details about your band, blah, blah, blah. You will 
also be asked to submit one previously unreleased 
track on a cassette tape. Don't start bombarding us 
with tapes yet because unless they are accompanied 
by an official entry form they won't be considered. 

The deadline for all entries will also appear in issue 
two. 

All of the entries received before the deadline will 
be considered by an esteemed panel of judges 
(ranging from people involved in the music business 
to drunken bums down the pub) and they will select 
16 bands who will progress to the final. No type of 
music is guaranteed a place in the final, but by the 
same token, we expect to see a range of sounds 
represented. 

Those 16 bands will then be asked to submit a 
DAT recording of their track, and we will put them on 
a CD which will be given away with issue five of One 
Eyed Jack (out in January, 1998). Official voting 
forms will also appear in that issue, and we will leave 
it to the readers to decide which band will be 
crowned top street band of 1997. The winner 
will be announced in issue six. 

Full details and an official entry form will 
appear in issue two. In the meantime, all 
we ask is that you prepare for battle! 




CLASSIC 
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available on CD 


THE PARTISANS 

Police Story 

BLITZ 
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Voice Of A Generation 
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For a FREE 76 page Cherry Red Records catalogue featuring The Punk Collectors Series and all Anagram releases 
write to: Dept. Punk, CHERRY RED RECORDS, BISHOPS PARK HOUSE, 25-29 FULHAM HIGH STREET, LONDON 
SW6 3JH, UK E-MAIL infonet@cred.demon.co.uk WEBSITE http://www.demon.co.uk/cherryred 
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Top 20 Punks 

20 years on, and punk rock is still going strong. 

Kid Stoker looks back at the class of *76 and selects 
his own safety pin Top Twenty. 


Sid Vicious 

m Credited with inventing the 
pogo, the fan who joined his 
favourite band, The Sex Pistols. 
Could barely play his instrument, but it didn't 
matter. Fought Paul Weller and kicked the 
shit out of the NMEs Nick Kent. By early 1977, 
was clearly the leading light in the punk 
self-destruction league. Acquired a heroin 
habit. Met Nancy. Had a knack of attacking 
the audience during the Pistols' ill-fated 
American tour. The band split. Sid collapsed 
following a drug overdose. It got worse. 
Arrested and charged with the murder of his 
girlfriend, Nancy. Kopped a spell in Ryker's 
notorious prison. Released on bail. Finally 
found naked and dead in the arms of his last 
girlfriend in a New York flat in February, 1979. 
Let's face it, you can't get more punk than that. 

Steve Jones 

One time remand centre 
■ inmate, thief extraordinaire - all 
of the Pistols' stolen equipment 
came courtesy of Jones. Father a one-time 
professional boxer. Working class. The 
hardest of all the Pistols. Mean guitarist, 
highly influential. Along with The Ramones, 
defined the sound of punk. Chief respondent 
in the Bill Grundy live TV outrage. At the 
height of the Pistols' career, shagged 
everything in sight. After the band's 
break-up, actually flogged his famed Gibson 
guitar so he could have the money to put 
towards the purchase of a Harley Davidson. 
Has declared that his share of the Filthy Lucre 
money will be spent on prostitutes. 

Johnny Rotten 

Speed freak, lapsed Catholic 
H with an overdose of attitude. 
Regarded at the time as the 
number one punk in the number one band. 
He really meant it, maaaaan! Specialised in 
barbed wire acid comments that could run to 
ten volumes. Easy. Unwittingly defined the 


punk look. Great singer, great performer, 
changed the face of rock'n'roll for good. 
Responsible for possibly the greatest three 
and a half minutes of vinyl - God Save The 
Queen. Became public enemy number one. 
Got ambushed and razored by a gang outside 
a London pub for his efforts. Had the wisdom 
to leave the Pistols at the right time. Even got 
it right with the re-union. 

Mick Jones 

Punk's answer to Keith Richards. 
An articulate and inventive 
guitarist who knew how to work 
a Gibson Les Paul. Turned The Westway into 
a tourist attraction. Were The Clash the 
greatest punk band of all time? Urban 
guerrillas with guitars or simply the new 
Rolling Stones? Earned extra punk points 
because his gran lived in a tower block. Lost 
a few punk points over his art school 
background. Co-writer of some of punk's 
all-time anthems. The Clash eventually 
sacked him. The biggest mistake Joe 
Strummer and the remaining boys ever made. 

Paul Weller 

A punk or a mod with punk 
H attitude? Had the youthfulness, 
knocking out his first album at 
the tender age of 19. Had the right bitter 
inspiration and a healthy knack for knocking 
out a steady stream of teenage anthems. 
Never wore a safety pin, preferring to remain 
the bastard son of Pete Townsend - although 
he did wear drainpipes instead of slightly 
flared mod trousers. Wrote the classic In The 
City and kept the punk spirit by refusing to 
take the Pistols to the copyright cleaners over 
Holidays In The Sun. Earned the wrath of The 
Clash when apparently claiming he voted 
Tory. By 1979 was regarded as the first cousin 
of the mod revival. Now regarded as the 
father of Brit Pop. Has matured into a true 
songwriting great. The only musician from the 
original punk era to have truly lasted the 
course. 
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Joe Strummer 

Ex-pub rock crooner turned 
■ lead singer with The Clash. 
Wrote the punk manifesto. 
Does not merit a top five placing because of 
his middle class background. Still, he fronted 
a fucking great band and co-wrote punk 
classic after punk classic. 

Billy Idol 

Punk's first pin-up. Lead singer 
with Generation X. Strong on 
image. The music never quite 
lived up to the posing. Slimmed down to Gen 
X and released the great Dancing With 
Myself. Then went solo, took off for America 
and became a cartoon rebel with a manic 
Elvis lip. But he certainly looked the part in 
the heady days of 77. 

Joey Ramone 

Leader of America's finest, The 
Ramones. The Beach Boys on 
acid. Joey and the "brothers" 
put the speed into punk. He's never really 
changed since 1977, which must be worth a 
few punk points by now. 


with the success .of .his band, The Rich Kids. 
Set the record even straighter with his 
autobiography. His only real regret: "Why 
the fuck did I agree to a four person 
songwriting credit on all the Pistols songs?" 
Played bass in the reformed Pistols - Sid was 
unavailable. 

Mensi 

_ Leader of The Angelic Upstarts. 
At a time when the original 
movement came from the 
London art schools, the Upstarts were the 
nation's first all blue collar punk band. 
Ex-miners and ex-shipyard workers with loud 
guitars. The Upstarts made 80's bad boys 
Guns'n'Roses look like choiboys. Late arrival 
on the original scene or second wave of punk? 
Mensi was an unabashed socialist and political 
agitator who fell from the charts still clinging 
to his beliefs. 

Malcolm Owen 

_ Frontman with the highly 
promising band, The Ruts. 
That promise was never fully 
realised when he was found dead in his bath. 
Another punk with a fatal attraction for heroin. 







Brian James 

Ace guitarist with the Johnny 
■ Thunders look. The only 
member of The Damned who 
didn't look like a cartoon punk idiot. Wrote 
the all-time classic, New Rose. Could not 
repeat the success. Kopped a nice pension 
royalty plan when Guns'n'Roses re-recorded 
the song on their multi-million selling 
so-called punk covers album. 

Paul Cook 

^ The perfect punk drummer, 
kept it basic and simple. Even 
as the Pistols disintegrated live 
on stage in America, Paul Cook kept a steady 
beat. Never too outrageous, but best mate of 
far wilder Steve Jones. 

Glen Matlock 

^ The man who wrote the Pistols' 
tunes. Derided in early 77 
over losing the bassist's job. 
Punk's answer to Pete Best. Had the last laugh 





TV Smith 


i A 

I g Yet another in the long tradition 

of male musicians who insisted 
on putting his girlfriend in the 
band. Not that anyone complained. Famous 
for writing Cary Gilmour's Eyes and for 
shagging the gorgeous Gaye Advert. 


15 


Captain 

Sensible 


Manic bassist and then guitarist 
with The Damned. Learnt to write songs and 
produced the essential Smash It Up single. 
Blew it all by hitting number one with Happy 
Talk. 


Pete Shelley 


_ At the time he had the nerve to 
® ^^“tell saliva aiming audiences, 
"Don't gob on me." The 
Buzzcocks were the DIY pioneers with the 
release of the Spiral Scratch EP on their own 
label. Put the pop into punk. 
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Mark Perry 

H Ex-bank clerk who became 
editor of the legendary Sniffin' 
Clue fanzine. The patron saint 
of all modem fanzine writers. 

Siouxsie Sioux 

_ Part of the middle class Bromley 
contingent who latched onto the 
Pistols. Became a singer who 
thought it was cool to flirt with Nazi 
paraphernalia. Record companies told her to 
drop the Nazi chic. She did. Landed a 
contract and a debut hit single, Hong Kong 
Garden. 

Jordan 

^ McLaren's one-time shop 
assistant and Pistols' hanger-on. 
Ugly fuck punk. Resembled 
bride of Frankenstein. Even Steve Jones would 
have thought twice before shagging her. 15 
minutes of fame in 1977, due solely to Pistols' 
connection. Really an untalented nonentity. 
Appeared in the so-called punk movie, 


Jubilee, and put countless punk lads 
completely off the opposite sex. One of the 
catchphrases of punk was No Future and in her 
case it proved spot on. Big at the time. Today, 
she couldn't even get arrested. (The readers 
need to know, do you like her or not? - Ed) 

Bob Geldof 

_ Lead singer with The 
Boomtown Rats, the punk band 
for ten year olds. Tried to save 
Africa from starvation. Became a saint. 
Married a blonde slapper. □ 


FREE CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 

As of issue two, we will be offering free 
classified advertising space to ONE EYED 
JACK subscribers. So if you've got 
records for sale, records wanted, are 
looking for penpals or just have a 
message you'd like to see printed, send 
your ad to the usual address. 30 words 
maximimum and no trade advertising 
allowed. This offer is only available to 
subscribers. 







th^ond H. Quick and reliable service 1 


^new^releases'on^walzwerk ♦♦ 

DISTORTION - Street Hero 7" EP 
4 new Oi! Anthems by the Cumbria lads 

BOOTS & BRACES - Over America 7" EP 
First ever English tracks of this great band 

Each 7" is £ 3.25 postpaid UK 
£ 4.- postpaid anywhere else __ 


liMivisi 


WALZWERK records, B,llin=l= g her, 

Phone/Fax : 00353 - ( 0 ) 66-32088 - - 
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If you live on the margins of life, it is all too easy for you to be written 
off as low life. It happens to groups like the homeless and single 
mums just as readily as it does to skinheads and punks. You don't 
exist as an individual, you're just a stereotype. Prostitutes fgall into 
the same category, but behind every sex for sale sticker in a phone 
box, there is a woman waiting for your call. A woman who is 
somebody's daughter, and maybe somebody's sister, girlfriend, niece, 
mother. . . 



PROSTITUTION IS THE 
world's oldest profession, and 
yet few societies have ever 
been able to come to terms with 
the fact that some people are 
willing to have sex with a 
complete stranger in exchange 
for money. 

Sex between two consenting 
adults is the most natural thing in 
the world. And if money changes 
hands in the process, what's the 
big problem? In a perfect world 
there wouldn't be one, but we live 
in one where there are always the 
self-appointed moral guardians 
who think that everyone else 
should live by their standards, 
their values and their beliefs. 
Rather than live and let live, they 
want to tell you how to lead your 
life - although more often that not 
it's a case of do what I say, not 
what I do. Just look at the House 
Of Commons. 

While prostitution itself isn't 
illegal - all the laws in the world 
couldn't stop people paying for sex 
- it's not something everyone 
wants out in the open. Most 
people are happy to see it 
confined to the fringes of society, 
and no major political party has 


the bottle to either legalise 
brothels or to have designated red 
light districts like those in Holland 
and other parts of Europe. And 
because of this, young women in 
Britain have to stand on dimly lit 
street corners, late at night and in 
all weathers, touting for business. 
Not only do they face the 
possibility of being charged with 
the crime of soliciting (and the 
fines and imprisonment that can 
go with such charges), but every 
time they step into a punter's car 
they run the risk of being 
physically assaulted, raped and 
even murdered. Still, as long as 
Morally Outraged Of Croydon can 
sleep soundly at night, what does 
that matter? After all, they are 
only prostitutes. 

Only prostitutes. The thing is 
they are also individuals like you 
and me who deserve the full 
protection of the law and the same 
rights enjoyed by the rest of 
society. Every woman standing 
on a street corner is someone's 
daughter and possibly someone's 
mother, sister, aunty, girlfriend, 
wife, next door neighbour, best 
friend. Every woman standing on 
a street comer watches 
Coronation Street and shops at 


Tesco's. Just because they are 
prostitutes it doesn't stop them 
being human beings. 

"Yes, darling. The young lady 
we have with us today is Angel, an 
English girl, shoulder length 
blonde hair, 37-26-37, lovely girl. 
... we charge by time. It's £40 for 
20 minutes, £55 for half an hour, 
£85 for 45 minutes and £110 for 
an hour, and you can do whatever 
you chose in the time. There's 
lots of videos, clothes, showers, 
toys, any combination of personal 
service you want in the time ..." 

Angel is just how her maid 
Pam describes her. She has a 
lovely figure and a gorgeous face 
to match. What she doesn't say is 
that she is also intelligent and 
articulate. She started working as 
a prostitute on the streets of 
Southampton at the age of 19. 

"My friends were doing it and it 
just didn't seem like a bad thing to 
do. I was really skint and never 
had a job. I always thought that 
prostitutes were drug addicts or 
horrible people, and then my 
friend started doing it. Through 
her I met other girls and saw that 
they weren't so bad after all." 
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After a year and a half on the 
streets, Angel heard about the 
walk in flats in London which 
meant a safer environment to 
work in, but it still wasn't ideal. 

"Me and another girl Rachel used 
to work in a red light flat and the 
way you work is a bit degrading. I 
did it for nine months, one week 
on one week off, and by the end of 
it I just wasn't the same person - it 
just did me in. I was mentally 
drained and I stopped working. 

It's like a conveyor belt and the 
men don't treat you with any 
respect at all. Rachel felt exactly 
the same way." 

Girls shouldn’t have to work in 
dingy and sleazy surroundings, 
and together with some other girls, 
Angel and Rachel decided to get 
their own flat, an idea that has 
now grown into Les Girls, a 
prostitutes' co-operative that offers 
safe, comfortable conditions 
where they can entertain their 
clients. 

Les Girls is situated in a lane 
just off Berwick Street in London's 
West End. As you open the door 
and walk up the stairs, it's like 
entering a bed and breakfast 
house. Everything is very 
confidential so there is no chance 


of bumping into someone else on 
the stairway, and a sign at the top 
tells you want girls are working 
that particular day. 

"The girls themselves feel that 
if the place is clean and nice, it 
makes the girls work easier," says 
Pam who answers the phone, 
takes appointments, cooks, tidies 
and generally looks after Angel. 
"They're not any more expensive 
than walk ups, but they start at 20 
minutes rather than ten minutes 
so you cut out a certain kind of 
guy. It's quite homely and quite 
comfortable.” 

As well as advertising in phone 
boxes and in magazines, Les Girls 
can also be found on the 
information super highway (I knew 
the internet had to be good for 
something). Just type in the 
following lucky combination 
http://www.users.dircon.co.Uk/~ 
lesgirls/ and you'll find everything 
you need to know about Les Girls 
and the women who work there. 
They get over 1,000 hits a day at 
the moment. 

Every prostitute has her own 
reason for being on the game, but 
in the end it all boils down to 
money. "They're not necessarily 
doing what they want to do," 


admits Pam, "but it's a way of 
making some money. None of the 
girls here are victims though. 

None of them have guys behind 
them or are pushed into work 
because of a drug related 
problem. Just the need to get 
cash basically." 

Working for Angel seems like 
the most natural thing in the world 
to Pam. She first became a maid 
after meeting a friend on the 
King's Road who said she had just 
the job for her. She went to work 
for a girl in a flat in Mayfair, and 
when that girl retired - being a 
prostitute is nort unlike being a 
professional football in terms of 
working years - she went to work 
for Angel. 

"Most people don't want 
anything to do with anything about 
the business," Pam says. "You 
can't educate the public because 
they all think there's something 
wrong with girls who give sex for 
money. It's a bit laughable 
because there's plenty of girls who 
give it away on a Friday night for 
the price of a Chinese meal and 
who never see the bloody guy 
again. They think that's all right, 
but I think it isn't. You either go to 
bed with someone because you 
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love him or are emotionally 
attached to him, or you're getting 
paid for it." 

Les Girls is open from 10.30 in 
the morning until 9.30 at night. It's 
what's known in the business as 
an early flat. Late flats usually 
stay open until midnight, but some 
don't close until three in the 
morning. By then, men have 
usually had a drink or three, but by 
closing at 9.30pm, Les Girls cuts 
out that type of punter all together. 
In fact if you are drunk or look like 
you haven't seen a bar of soap for 
a few days, don't expect to be 
entertained at Les Girls. Odd 
balls needn't bother ringing the 
doorbell either. Anal sex is out of 
the question as is hardcore 
bondage and the like, but 
otherwise anything goes, and 
women and couples are just as 
welcome as the men who naturally 
enough make up the bulk of the 
clientele. 

The choice of girl is down to 
you if you plan ahead - one of the 
girls has massive tits for example 
and another is pierced and 
shaven. Otherwise it’s down to 
which particular'girls are working 
that day, but you're unlikely to be 
disappointed. "They're all pretty 
girls," says Pam. "I always tell the 
clients, 'there's no dogs here!’" 

When you go into one of the 
girl's rooms, chances are you'll be 
given a massage on the bed and 
the conversation will get around to 
what you would like to do. 
Apparently, the schoolgirl and 
maid uniforms are most popular. 

"I enjoy what I do," says Angel. 
"Not physically, but I suppose I get 
a kick -1 don't know if this sounds 
kinky - but I get a kick out of being 
able to turn hundreds of men on. 
It's a bit of a power trip really. 

And when they come back to see 
me I get a kick out of that because 
I know I've done my job well. It’s 
a nice feeling, even though it is 
selling sex, it's nice to know that 
what you do you do well and 
people appreciate the service." 

Angel admits that it can be 
boring at times, but every day 
brings different people with 
different ideas. "We all have our 
off days. I can't say that every 
guy who walks through the door, I 
think, 'yeah, he's a nice guy', 
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because some of the people you 
just don't click with and no matter 
what you do you'll never satisfy 
them." 

Naturally enough, the clients 
come in all shapes and sizes and 
from all walks of life. Very few are 
the stereotypical sad loners. A lot 
are married and plenty of them 
are successful in life. All they 
have in common is wanting sex. 
"Sex is like eating and drinking," 
explains Pam. "It's a necessary 
function. We need to do it. It's a 
true cliche that if you see 
miserable people walking about 
they probably need a good seeing 
to! It's needed. It's a diversion. 

It's only fun." 

The biggest turn off for the girls 
is men with poor hygiene - sweaty 
armpits, sweaty groin, smelly feet, 
bad breath. Showers are 
available, but not all men take the 
hint. Nearly all of the Les Girls 
clients though do treat the girls 
with a lot of respect - it's just a 
shame society at large can't be 
more understanding. 

"I wouldn’t want everyone I 
know to know what I do, but I think 
prostitutes shouldn't be seen as 
people who are scum," says 
Angel. "A lot of people have this 
theory that we're all low life. I 
know I'm not low life. It would be 
nice if we were more accepted, 
more thought about. People think 
we can be brushed under the 
carpet, not seen, and can be 
forgotten about. We are there 


though. There are lots of people 
doing this. More and more people 
are doing this." 

Like a lot of prostitutes, Angel 
would like to see her trade 
decriminalised -"in court, we are 
always known as a common 
prostitute" - and given the medical 
facilities and working environment 
afforded prostitutes in other 
European countries. "We are 
known as the scum of the Earth - 
we're not! If it was more out in the 
open, we'd get more respect.” 

As Angel says, most working 
girls are warm-hearted - tarts with 
hearts as the saying goes. 

They've got to be because every 
day they are giving something of 
themselves to others. Very few 
prostitutes will kiss you though. 
There has to be a barrier that 
preserves personal feelings and 
the no kissing rule provides that. 
Prostitutes give you sex, they 
don't make love with you. 

It is ridiculous that society 
treats prostitutes as criminals. 

They are not paedophiles and they 
are not rapists. It is equally 
appalling that most girls don't work 
in a safe, clean and comfortable 
environment that Les Girls offers. 
A society that then does so little to 
protect vulnerable women who are 
forced to ply their trade on dark 
streets has a cheek to call itself 
civilised. Les Girls offers a 
positive model for the future. 

Let's just hope that future isn't 
long in coming. □ 
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Hard Band For Dead 


Music 



THE TOASTERS 
Two Tone Army 
(Pork Pie) 

In the USA this album 
was released as Hard Band For 
Dead on Moon Ska, but Pork Pie 
have opted for the more 
commercial title of Two Tone 
Army for its European release. 
The name change may increase 
sales to 2 Tone fans on this side 
of the Big Pond who maybe 
haven't come across The 
Toasters before, but it also 
smacks of cashing in on the 
chequered label's glory - a charge 
that The Toasters don’t deserve 
to have pinned on them. 

In one form or another, The 
Toasters have been playing ska 
since 1982 and this is their sixth 
album to date. Band wagon 
jumpers or five minute wonders 
they are not. As far as gigging is 
concerned, there can be fewer 
harder working bands, and if you 
want to point the finger at anyone 
in particular for kicking off the 
currently huge American ska 
scene, chief Toaster Rob 
"Bucket" Hingley's your man. 

The album itself kicks off with 
Two Tone Army, an uptempo ska 
anthem of sorts that will always 
work best in the sweat-soaked 
atmosphere of a gig. It's followed 
by a reworking of a Toasters' 
classic of old, Talk Is Cheap. It 
might be a more polished version, 
but the lack of rough edges takes 
away that special something that 
made the original so good. 

Two tracks down and nothing 
really to justify The Toasters’ 
place at the top of the US ska 


tree. And then the album relaxes 
into Friends, and New York's 
finest start to show glimpses of 
what they are capable of. A 
respectful cover of Prince 
Buster's Hard Man Fi Dead and 
the gospel sound of Speak Your 
Mind (with the legendary Laurel 
Aitken guesting in the vocals 
department) show a more 
traditional side of The Toasters 
that first came to light in a big way 
on their last album, Dub 56. The 
Skatalites’ Lester Sterling makes 
a couple of appearances and his 
sax playing is reminiscent of 
Sixties JA, but hats off to The 
Toasters’ own brass section for 
cooking up an equally good 
sound when called upon. Add to 
this the equally melodic modern 
ska of Don't Come Running and / 
Wasn't Going To Call You 
Anyway, and you really begin to 
warm to this band. 

You also get the feeling that 
they aren't really firing on all 
cylinders though. The inclusion 
of two TV themes - pleasant 
enough if you are stuck in a lift, 
but definitely fillers when it comes 
to an album - makes you wonder 
what they could have done with a 
little more time and space. Two 
Tone Army still stands head and 
shoulders above a lot of what is 
being released in the name of ska 
these days, but that's not difficult 
for a band with this sort of 
pedigree. Good though it is in 
places, it doesn't really show the 
world what a great band The 
Toasters genuinely are. Fans of 
the band won't be disappointed, 
but it's not likely to swell their 
ranks with new recruits. 7 


Bucket, founder, vocalist 
and guitarist with The 
Toasters, gives us a 
quick guide to the new 
album . . . 

2-Tone Army: Rude boys and 
girls, skins, mods, punks, 
thrashers . . . everybody's 
welcome in the 2-Tone army! 

It's all ages and all good. 

Racists need not apply. 

Talk Is Cheap: It's one thing to 
your face and another behind 
your back. Deals gone bad . . . 

Friends: Kids learn racial 
discrimination from an early 
age. There's no need to fight! 

Secret Agent Man: Johnny 
Rivers cover from the TV series 
of the same name. Spying is 
risky business. 

Chuck Berry: A nod to the old 
school of thought that attributes 
the roots of ska as coming out of 
New Orleans R&B. A pocket 
history of ska music. 

Mouse: Fred's instrumental. 
Fred’s got cats. 

Hard Man Fe Dead: Prince 
Buster cover about a man with 
99 lives. Apparently a true 
story, says Lester Sterling, who 
made a miraculous recovery 
from brain surgery recently. 

This one goes out to Lester! 

Don’t Come Running: 
Relationship sours the "I told 
you so." She's a party animal 
and he can't take it. 

Properly: What happened to 
all the classy people? A plea for 
dignity and respect in a crazy, 
crazy world. 

Maxwell Smart: More TV 
toons. This time from the Get 
Smart show. 

I Wasn't Going To Call You 
Anyway: Based on a true story. I 
lost my address book in a cab 
(in Heidelberg, Germany), 
freaked out, but then realised I 
wasn't going to call her anyway. 
A song about kicking a band off 
the record label. Seeya. 
Wouldn't wanna be ya . . . 

Speak Your Mind: Swingin’ 
ska with vocals by Laurel 
"Godfather Of Ska" Aitken! He 
rocks! 

Skaternity: Ska music as the 
enduring classic (plus we've 
been playing it a long time, 
baby!). 

Dave Goes Crazy: The tape 
was running in the studio . . . 
Dave killed the "Flight Of The 
Bumblebee" on the grand piano 
- and we even caught him 
slamming the lid on it! 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Toon Army Tunes 
(Richmond Records) 

You can keep your 
Kevin Keegans and your Alan 
Shearers. At a time when a 
Premier League football manager 
resigns half way through a 
season to satisfy the stock 
market, and when £15 million is 
spent on buying just one player, 
it's refreshing to come across the 
true heroes of football, like Harry 
Palmer. Harry's your typical pub 
singer who really comes into his 
own when he’s belting out the 
terrace songs of his beloved 
Newcastle United. Blaydon 
Races is a Geordie classic, and 
Harry’s version, together with his 
other efforts, steals the show on 
this CD which also includes Paul 
Gasgoine singing Fog On The 
Tyne with Lindisfarne, Harry 
Rodden's Santa Is A Geordie, 
and a certain Mr. Keegan singing 
Head Over Heals In Love. Other 
football CDs in the series feature 
Arsenal, Man. Utd, Chelsea, 
Spurs and the like, but the 
Newcastle United one is as good 
as it gets (unless you support 
Sunderland that is). 8 

JOE'S ALL STARS 
Brixton Cat 
(Trojan) 

UK produced 

reggae has never benefited 
from the respect afford to JA 
produced material, and yet the 
likes of Laurel Aitken, Lambert 
Briscoe and Dandy Livingstone 
came up with the goods on 
numerous occasions. Joe 
Mansano, a Brixton record shop 
owner, also produced some great 
skinhead reggae, although 
despite its massive appeal to 
collectors, this album isn't the 
place to find most of it. Brixton 
Cat by Dice The Boss (Hopeton 
Reid) was massive in the clubs 
when released as a single on the 
Joe subsidiary in 1969, and its 
success led to Trojan culling 
together an album of 
Mansano-produced material and 
releasing it under the same 
name. Trombone playing legend, 
Rico, joins Mansano's studio 
outfit, Joe's All Stars, on most of 
the tracks (although he isn’t 
always credited), but it's another 
Dice The Boss track, But Officer, 
that adds any real sparkle to what 
is essentially a pretty standard 
romp through instrumental 
skinhead reggae territory. 6 
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THE PLASMATICS 
Coup D'Etat 
(Dojo) 

A straight re-issue of the 

last album to come from New 
York's The Plasmatics, the glam 
punk metal outfit who will go 
down in history, not for the quality 
of their music, but because lead 
singer and former stripper, 
Wendy O Williams, performed 
topless on stage. Gaffer tape on 
her nipples was her only 
concession to decency. As time 
went on, heavy metal became the 
dominant influence in the band's 
sound, and what you have here is 
grating vocals over metal riffs. 
There’s even a Motorhead cover 
thrown in for good measure. 5 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Rude Vibes 
(Do The Dog) 

Can't say I'm totally sold on 
this "new skool ska" label 
currently doing the rounds. It's 
not just that some of the bands 
sheltering under its umbrella offer 
little resembling the traditional ska 
sound with all of its vitality, 
excitement and infectiousness. 

It's more to do with the fact that 
too many serve up the same 
bland bullshit. Rude fanzine has 
done well to avoid the worst that 
new skool ska has to offer (the 
worst being thrash metal bands 
who think the addition of a sax 
player instantly turns them into a 
ska band), but it still has to be 
said that none of the bands 
contribute tracks that would make 
you rush out and buy their next 
full-length album. Intensified and 
The Bakesys turn in acceptable 
performances, but of the seven 
American ska bands, not even 
the usually excellent Steady 
Ernest deliver anything 
particularly memorable. 5 


THE SEX PISTOLS 
Pirates Of Destiny 
(Dojo) 

The Pistols' reunion of 

'96 was accompanied by a spate 
of related releases, but we only 
got sent this one. It's a motley 
collection of interview clips, live 
cuts and bits and bobs like a brief 
(as in very brief) excerpt of 
Wi odstock Baby. The highlight 
has to be the ranting and raving 
interview clip of GLC councillor, 
Bernard Partridge, who actually 
advocated "sudden death" for all 
punk rockers! 20 years on, and 
Johnny Rotten and his fat, forty 
and back band are about as 
controversial as The Smurfs. 

One for completists only. 3 


BILLY BRAGG 
William Bloke 
(Cooking Vinyl) 

If I was stranded on a 
desert island and could save only 
one single from my record 
collection, I would grab Billy 
Bragg's Life Turned Upside 
Down EP. One man and his 
guitar putting the world to rights 
with more insight, passion and 
anger than you'd find on a 
hundred Clash LPs. 

Billy's done a lot of growing 
up since then. We all have. 
Idealism is replaced by the 
practicalities of life and angry 
young men just don't seem to be 
as angry anymore. Bragg's 
musical world has also become 
more complex as the years have 
ticked by, and for most of William 
Bloke he has the support of a 
backing band. It takes much of 
the edge away from the traditional 
Bragg sound and a song like The 
Fourteenth Of February wouldn't 
be out of place on a Beautiful 


South album. And even when it's 
just Billy and a pianist, as with 
Everybody Loves You Babe , you 
would be forgiven for thinking 
BjOrk had had a sex change. Billy 
has always done love songs, but 
strangely enough, the stripped 
down versions of the early days 
were all the more poignant for the 
lack of a cello, piano, mandolin 
and all the other clutter scattered 
around William Bloke. 

The opening track, From Red 
To Blue , is classic Bragg, even if 
the protest of yesteryear is 
replaced by a reluctant 
acceptance of New Labour's 
move towards the centre and right 
of British politics. Northern 
Industrial Town also comes close 
to the Billy of old. 

It's all just a bit too 
comfortable for a Bragg album 
though. The dole queues haven't 
gone away. The homeless still 
sleep in cardboard boxes. The 
health service is itself on the 
danger list. Life's not the party 
countless chart bands pretend it 


GUITAR 

GANGSTERS 

Skeeler! 

(Rampant) 

The biggest 
problem the Guitar 
Gangsters face is that quality is 
no guarantee of success as far 
as the music business is 
concerned This is their fourth 
album since 1989, and to be 
honest they haven't even been 
given the recognition they 
deserve for their efforts in 
street circles, let alone in the 
big bad world of mainstream 
music 

At their melodic power pop 
punk best, this three piece are 
as good as anything you'll find 
in the Top Thirty. Including the 
Rolling Stones' cover, Mother's 
Little Helper , there are maybe a 
handful of songs on Skweeler! 


that would turn plenty of heads 
if afforded radio airplay. As it 
is, only switched on fanzines 
are picking up on them. 

The two brothers Ley have 
never surrendered their power 
pop background with The 
Untouchables (the London 
band, not the Californian outfit) 
and Under The Gun, and the 
likes of / Can Handle It, 
Because I Said So and Match 
Of The Day would go down as 
well at a neo-mod bash as they 
would a punk party. Probably 
better in fact because this band 
represent punk the attitude, not 
punk of the three chord variety. 

"Where were you when we 
were getting high?" ask Oasis. 
Well, if there was any justice in 
the music business, more 
people would be answering, 
"Getting off on the Guitar 
Gangsters". 8 


is and that’s why we still need the 
Billy Braggs of this world to make 
a noise on behalf of those without 
an invitation. 7 

THE SELECTER 

Selecterized 

(Dojo) 

Back in the glory days of 
2 Tone, The Selecter had as 
much suss as The Specials 
themselves. Songs like Street 
Feeling , Celebrate The Bullet and 
On My Radio were rightly 
considered as classics. Today, 
The Selecter are little more than a 
cabaret band, a mere shadow of 
the band of old. It seems like 
everything (and anything) they 
record nowadays has to be 
milked more times than a dairy 
cow in what is a blatant grab for 
cash. Do we really need all of 
these live cuts, remix cuts, "US 
release only" cuts, and anything 
else that can be salvaged from 
the studio floor, spread over half a 
dozen or more releases? Fans of 
The Selecter already have 
Missing Words on a T single - 
we don't need countless 
"versions" of it. The same goes 
for Too Much Pressure , On My 
Radio and every other track 
today's Selecter continually 
recycle on CD after CD. The 
joke's wearing a bit thin. It's not 
only boring, it’s an 
embarrassment. 2 

THE WARRIORS 
The Full Monty 
(Stepl) 

The Warriors were to 

have been the reincarnation of Oi! 
heroes, The Last Resort, and as 
well as Arthur "Bilko" Kitchener 
on bass and vocals, the original 
Resort singer, Graham Saxby, 
was brought out of retirement to 
front the band (superb he is too). 
Problems over the use of the 
Resort name led to them adopting 
The Warriors moniker, and in 
truth it was probably the best 
thing that could have happened to 
the band. 

For starters, The Warriors 
don't sound anything like the 
Resort - which is just as well 
because the last thing we needed 
was another Resort-by-numbers 
affair. Melodic street punk is as 
good a description as any for the 
likes of Garry Bushell , Them And 
Us and Free Reggie Kray. The 
real gem though is a Jam-like 
number called All Quiet On The 
Preston Front, a song that is 
crying out to be more than simply 
an album track. The same goes 
for the only cover, The Cho-zen's 
Marion Brando. All in, an 
excellent debut album from a 
band well worth checking out. 9 
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CRASHED OUT 
This Is Our Music 
(Hammer) 

Given their age - an 

four band members are either still 
at school, have just left school or 
are bunking off from school - 
Crashed Out are definitely a band 
that have the potential to be 
massive. The fact that they are 
skinheads immediately labels 
them as an Oi! band, but their 
mixture of power punk and heavy 
rock riffs clearly demonstrates 
that Oi! Oi! music has a lot more 
to offer than recycled 4 Skins 
tunes. There might not be any 
truly killer cuts here (the title track 
and What Do You Know? is as 
good as it gets), but there's no 
shit either. It's a decent enough 
debut, but there's no doubting 
that better will come. 6 

JUDGE DREAD 
Dread White And Blue 
(Dojo) 

The king of rude reggae 
should need no introduction in 
street circles. In recent years, 
there has been a spate of CD 
releases covering his glorious 
past, but it's about time we had a 
new studio album from him. And 
here it is - a dozen prime cuts of 
typical Dread. The likes of The 
Virgin Sturgeon and Bluebeat 
Shuffle perfectly combine the laid 
back reggae and saucy seaside 
postcard humour that are the 
trademarks of the Judge, and its 
good to see Nicky Welsh gainfully 
employed probably for the first 
time since casting off his King 
Hammond alter-ego and leaving 
Manners. The reworking of the 
old favourite, Come Outside, 
works very well, but the same 
can't be said for Skin Lake which 
suffers from the fact that the sax 
just doesn't come through strong 
enough and that Madness have 
already been there and done it 
better. 7 

THE CARPETTES 
Frustration Paradise 
& Fight Amongst 
Yourselves 
(Captain Oil) 

Captain Oi! not only 

consistently produces some of 
the best packaged street CDs 
available, it also has a knack of 
unearthing the less than obvious 
releases that might otherwise be 
confined to dusty vinyl collections. 
The 24 tracks from Geordie trio, 
The Carpettes, is a case in point. 
Originally part of the Small 
Wonder stable, the band 
switched to Beggar's Banquet in 
April 79 and this CD brings 


together the band’s two albums 
from those days. More new wave 
and punk, you certainly get your 
money's worth with tracks like / 
Don't Mean It and Nothing Ever 
Changes. 6 

THE TROJANS 
Cool Rulers 
(Gaz's Rockin' Blues) 

If there was a better ska 
album released in the last 12 
months, I haven't heard it. There 
was always a feeling that some of 
the material they produced in the 
early 90s wasn't as good as early 
cuts like Gaelic Ska, but Cool 
Rulers sweeps away any doubts 
and must surely put the band 
firmly at the forefront of today's 
ska scene. The opening four 
tracks, and especially Judge 
Dread vs Judge Dredd and Take 
Her To Jamaica, will simply blow 
you away, and the party continues 
like a rollercoaster ride through 
traditional and authentic 
Jamaican music territory. Superb 
stuff. 9 

RANCID 

... And Out Come 
The Wolves 
(Epitaph) 

Like an arsehole, i've had 

this CD sitting around for months 
without any intention of ever 
playing it. Blinded by all this talk 
of MTV punk, I always thought I'd 
give this band a body swerve, 
writing them off without knowing a 
thing about them. Big mistake. 

As soon as your speakers come 
to life, Rancid are in your face, 
like every good punk band should 
be, with the fast and furious 
Maxwell Murder. It is followed by 
18 other tracks that draw heavily 
on old time punk, melodic Oi! 
(especially The Business) and 
even 2 Tone - the excellent Time 
Bomb sounds like a cross 
between The Specials and The 
AKA Band (remember Pink 
Slippers'?). Top track though has 
to be Olympia, WA, which has a 
real Pogues feel to it (in fact the 
vocals throughout sound like a 
cross between Shane McGowan 
and Bruce Springsteen). 

Excellent stuff from beginning to 
end, but of course anyone with at 
least half a brain already knows 
this. 9 

THE HOTKNIVES 

Home 

(Grover) 

No matter what street 
music style you want to talk 
about, there is always at least one 
band who you think have what it 
takes to be massive. For the late 


Eighties ska scene, that band 
was The Hotknives with their '69 
reggae sound and their pub 
football attitude. The band has 
seen some line-up shuffling since 
those days, and their sound has 
changed too. Driving Me Mad 
survives from the old days, but 
the two real corkers from this 
album, / Wake Up Screaming 
and Trudy's Kitchen, owe more to 
the sound of Madness than 
anyone else. We’re not talking 
nutty wacky ska here, but the 
Madness of Yesterday's Men and 
(Waiting For) The Ghost Train. 

In fact, at their best, The 
Hotknives still have what it takes 
to conquer the world. 8 

FRANKIE BOY FLAME 
Inferno 

(Pub City Royal) 

Oi! the pub singer 
Frankie Boy Flame's five track 
offering is very much a game of 
two halves. It kicks off with two 
rousing street punk numbers in 
the vein of Sparrer and The 
Business, On Yer Bike and 
Barmy Army. An album full of 
this sort of stuff would sell by the 
barrow load. What the other 
three tracks are all about though, 

I don’t know - a heavier sound 
with cryptic lyrics like "what you 
will is now the law". 7 


Music 


HOUSE OF RHTHYM 
In A Different Style 
(Dojo) 

Talking of quality 

packaging and value for money, 
Dojo's series of double CD 
releases which have covered 
virtually all aspects of street 
music, have to be applauded. As 
well as the ten tracks on the main 
CD, another disc is tucked away 
behind it bearing eight more 
offerings. This album’s been 
picking up some rave reviews, 
and as far as reggae music goes, 
the sound is virtually faultless, but 
beyond that there is no one song 
that screams hit at you. It just 
lacks that infectious spark to 
really get things cooking. 7 

THE FERRYMEN 
Whole World 
(Black Pearl) 

One time Skin Deep 

vocalist, Wayne Kenyon, pops up 
to front this lightweight 
Housemartins-style pop outfit. 
The idea is obviously to do a 
Three Lions, but I can’t see 
Whole World catching on at the 
football. 5 


Shark Attack 


THE SHARKS 
Sir Psycho 
(Fury Records) 

The return of The 

Sharks in 1993 was warmly 
welcomed in psychobilly 
circles, and they are now a 
regular headline act at 
psycho festivals across 
Europe. Their rockabilly 
roots are evident throughout 
their four track Sir Psycho 
EP, the last release featuring 
drummer Hodge (he’s since 
been replaced by Ben 
Cooper of Restless fame). 
Top track has to be the 
rockin’ Cold Heart. 7 



THE SHARKS 

Discography 

Singles 

Eddie Cochran 
Tribute 

(Demon Love 1992) 

Bitch Attack 
(Vinyl Japan, 1994) 

Sir Psycho 
(Fury, 1996) 

Albums 

Phantom Rockers 
(Nervous 1983) 

First & Last (live) 
(Nervous 1988) 

Recreational Killer 
(Anagram 1993) 

Ruff Stuff 
(Rockhouse, 1994) 

Colour My Flesh 
(Anagram, 1996) 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS 
CLUB SKA ’96 
(Jam Down) 

To hear hOW good ska 
and reggae can sound you only 
have to look to the stars of old 
who are still producing magic 
three or four decades after they 
started out in the music business. 
Derrick Morgan’s voice on the 
uplifting Conquering Ruler is as 
strong as it has ever been (full 
marks also to German band Yebo 
who provide backing). Equally, 
the sax of Saxa is unmistakable 
on The International Beat's 
contribution, a Monkey Man 
soundalike called The Fits. And 
then of course there’s Rico, with 
perhaps the best track on here, 
Jungle Beat. There's also much 
to be said for some of the newer 
bands too. The Nutty Boys (now 
called Crunch!) weigh in with 
Birthday Party, yet another great 
song that will no doubt remain in 
the margins while Suggs hits the 
charts with what is basically 
karaoke. Mento Buru from the 
States do themselves a power of 
good with Move It Girl, and 
Skanga's working of Shame And 
Skandal bodes well for the future. 
All in all, an excellent collection of 
traditional sounding JA sounds. 
And as Rico says, what you 
talking 'bout - you don't like the 
reggae beat? 8 

BOOTS & BRACES 
Over America 
(GMM Records) 

Following their visit 

to the States in October, 1996, 
German outfit Boots & Braces 
serve up their first English 
language release. Hopefully, it 
will help them reach a wider 
audience and if you're into street 
punk with scraps of hardcore 
thrown in for good measure you 
could do a lot worse than check 
them out. They also save the 
best to last on this four track EP 
with Last Year's Youth. 5 

THE STAINS 
Songs For Swinging 
Losers 
(Dojo) 

Rising from the ashes 
of The Opposition, here comes 
the four piece band The Stains to 
prove that there is life in the 
London punk scene after the 
Pistols in the park. 14 tracks of 
rowdy British punk done 77 style, 
including the powerful Freeloader 
and the Pistols-like She's A 
Mess. The packaging is superb - 
as well as a lyrics booklet, there’s 
an extra CD, featuring nine 
demos and out-takes, for the first 


2,000 lucky people to buy it. The 
Stains are being widely tipped for 
bigger and better things , and for 
once the pundits just might have 
got it right. 8 

DISTORTION 
Street Hero 
(Walzwerk) 

Four track single from 

Cumbria's finest exponents of 
hard hittin’ street punk. The 
band's biggest claim to fame is 
that they were fringe players 
when No Future was turning over 
the indie charts with bands like 
Blitz, but Distortion don’t really 
need to trade on the past. In fact 
this single is possibly the best 
stuff they’ve come up with since 
their comeback. 6 


ARTHUR KAY & THE 
ORIGINALS 
Live In Berlin 
(Step 1) 

As sure as night follows 
day, you can be sure that Arthur 
Kay will come up with the goods 
time after time. It's as true with 
his work with The Warriors and 
The Cho-Zen as it is with his ska 
band, The Originals. This album 
catches them live at the Potsdam 
Ska Festival at the tail end of 
1995, and is very much a best of 
The Originals offering, featuring 
as it does everything from their 
debut single Ska Wars right 
through to their latest album's 
title track, The Count Of 
Clerkenwell. Top track is Bad 
Guy though. What's more, the 
sound quality is excellent. 7 


THE LONG TALL 
TEXANS 

A Few Texans More 
(Dojo) 

Definitely at the 

lightweight end of the psychobilly 
scale, The Long Tall Texans will 
always appeal to a broader 
audience than some of the more 
hardcore psycho bands currently 
doing the rounds. There is even 
a sax player thrown in for good 
measure, but their true love is 
obviously rockabilly and good old 
fashioned rock 'n' roll. This 
collection of Texans' material 
brings together ten studio tracks 
from their days with both Razor 
and Anagram, plus another ten 
live tracks. 7 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Oil The Singles 
Collection Vol. 2 
(Captain Oil) 

Some days you 

wonder how many other ways the 
glory days of Oi! can be 
repackaged, but this sort of 
compilation is worth picking up 
for the sleeve notes alone. 
Volume two in the series brings 
together nine classic singles, 
including the Upstarts' debut 
release, the Rejects' classic 
Flares TV Slippers EP, the Test 
Tubes’ Banned From The Pub 
and Sham's Borstal Breakout. 
The three tracks from The Last 
Resort's Violence In Our Minds 
cassette also cheekily appear as 
the first ever cassingle, but 
nobody will be complaining. 8 


KLASSE KRIMINALE 
Live / Livo 
(New LM Records) 
Through sheer hard 

work, Italy’s Klasse Kriminale 
have made their way to the top of 
the European Oi! league, and it's 
good to see the band finally 
getting the recognition they 
deserve. This live CD not only 
includes band classics like 
Ragazzi Come Tu & Me and 
Faccia A Faccia, but also a 
sprinkling of covers including 
Sham's If The Kids Are United 
and The Business' Suburban 
Rebels. The booklet that comes 
with the CD not only includes 
lyrics in English and Italian, but 
also a complete discography and 
gig list. 8 

VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Skinhead Jamboree 
(Receiver) 

This has to be the finest 
collection of skinhead reggae ever 
made available in one collection. 
There are no less than 26 classic 
tracks on this CD, ranging from 
the well-known Symarip's 
Skinhead Moonstomp through 
dancehall favourites like John 
Jones by Rudy Mills and onto the 
ultra rare Skinheads Don't Fear 
by the Hot Rod All Stars. In fact 
there are a total of nine tracks 
that use the word skinhead in the 
title, underlying the cult's close 
links with reggae music when it 
first hit the shores of these fair 
isles. Any reggae fan will already 
have Red Red Wine and 
Liquidator in their collection, but 
they are still important moments 
in skinhead reggae history and 
they are best seen here as bonus 
tracks for those new to skinhead 
reggae. The Pioneers were spot 
on. Reggae fever is good! 10 

THE SPECIALS 
Today's Specials 
(Kuff) 

Following the 

pedestrian affair that was 
Desmond Dekker & The 
Specials, you would have 
expected the band to have come 
up with some new ideas for what 
many hoped would be the return 
of the kings of 2 Tone. Instead 
we get a dozen rather tame 
covers of old ska and reggae 
tracks like Pressure Drop and 
007. UB40 have made millions 
doing this (although with much 
more style), but given the 
reputation of The Specials it is 
sad to see them sinking so low. 
Today’s Specials? More like 
yesterday's men. 4 



Above: Arthur Kay, live in Berlin 
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Sufferers' Tales 


Bom Fi* Dead 
By Laurie Gunst 
(Payback, £9.99) 

If you do a Fred West or a Ted 
Bundy, you only have to chalk up a dozen 
or so serial killings and your infamy will 
be known throughout the developed 
world. The important thing to note is that 
your victims must be white and it helps if 
you are white too. If you are black and 
you are only killing blacks, chances are 
your reputation wont stretch further than 
your local neighbourhood. Just ask any 
of the mass murderers currently doing 
the business in central Africa or the Glock 
carrying homies of South Central LA. Or 
ask Karl "Fabulous" Dunstrom, one of the 
characters you'll have the pleasure to 
meet in Laurie Gunst's excellent book 
about the Jamaican drug posses. 
Fabulous is now behind bars for murder, 
but before being sent down, he killed 
close to a hundred people. 

Gunst's story of how the poor in 
Jamaica were first armed by their political 
leaders and then encouraged to deal in 
drugs, a business that took them from the 
ghettos of Kingston to the streets of 
America, is as gripping as it is sickening. 
As the pages turn and the pointless waste 
of human life mounts, Laurie Gunst 
refuses to allow complacent acceptance 
to set in by continually putting a human 
face to both those pulling the trigger and 
those on the receiving end of the bullet. 
Eqqally important, she has no axe to 
grind, just a story to tell. 

Jt's really a book about betrayal, and 
not surprisingly, it's politicians who do 
the dirty on their own people. While the 
two giants of Jamaican politics, Manley 
and Seaga, were wined and dined around 
the world as important statesmen, their 
respective political parties were arming 
their supporters with so-called "vote 
getters" to fight bloody election wars. 
When Bob Marley held his famous One 
Love Peace Concert in April, 1978, to try 
to end the carnage, both politicians joined 
the reggae star on stage in a shambolic 


display of unity - Seaga's forces had even 
used the containers bringing lighting 
equipment for the show from the States to 
smuggle arms into Jamaica. 

Many of the political hitmen moved to 
New York and elsewhere in the USA, 
where the sale of drugs not only funded 
their own lifestyles and egos, but also the 
purchase of more guns to send back to 
JA. 

The poor of Jamaica have few escape 
avenues open to them, and for most 
young males music and violence are the 
most common routes taken. Neither 
guarantees success and the dividing line 
that sends some along the road to 
bringing enjoyment and others along the 
road to inflict misery is very thin indeed 
and easily crossed. Sugar Minott is well 
known in reggae circles, but his name 
crops up in Bom Fi'Dead because his 
brother is paralysed from the waist down, 
after being shot during a drug-related 
dispute in New York. Similarly, two 
childhood friends who hung around 
together at Coxsone Dodd's Studio One 
found different ways out. One was called 
Robbie Shakespeare who went on to play 
bass for The Waliers and to wider 
international acclaim. The other was 
Trevor Phillips, leader of the Central 
Peace Council that had called the gang 
truce of '78, and latter day ranking in the 
Gully drug posse. Like others in the 
book, Trevor is plagued by his 
conscience, but it's not easy to walk 
away. As a Shower posse member, 
Courtney, put it, "Ain't no leavin' but to 
die". 

Death, drug addiction and 
imprisonment are the only real rewards 
for posse members, but the power, wealth 
and status that comes from wielding a 
gun means that there is no shortage of 
new recruits to fill the shoes of those who 
fall by the wayside. Laurie Gunst's book 
won't break this cycle, but her journey 
through posse territory does remind a 
largely uncaring world that it is a cycle 
that must be broken. And from that, 
better must come. 8 


Books 


Sex Pistols Retrospective 
(Retro Publishing, £13.99) 

Obviously not one to blow his own 
trumpet, Frank at Retro doesn't even put his 
name to what must be the ultimate Pistols' 
discography. Kicking off with a diary format 
history of the band and ending with a complete 
gig guide, the bulk of this well packaged offering 
is given over to a blow by blow account of 
everything (and anything) ever released in the 
name of The Sex Pistols. In one sense it makes 
you realise how little the band actually contributed 
to the world of vinyl, and at the same time 
illustrates that the band certainly lived up to the 
"milk your product" commandment from The 
Great Rock'n'RoH Swindle. Here you'll find every 
pressing, foreign release, acetate, bootleg and 
oddity (their debut single, Anarchy In The UK, 
takes up five pages for example) and with over 
200 illustrations it's a punk record collector's 
dream. (Retro Publishing, P.O. Box 5,16 
Notting Hill Gate, London. W11 3JE). 6 

Diary Of A Rock’n’RoH Star 
By Ian Hunter 
(IMP, £7.95) 

All The Way To Memphis - The 
Stoiy Of Mott The Hoople 
By Philip Cato 
(S.T. Publishing, £9.99) 

Being a fan of Mott The Hoople must be 
a bit like waiting for a bus. You wait for ages, and 
then two come along at the same time. First 
published in 1974, Diary Of A Rock'nRoll Star is 
just that. Ian Hunter's personal thoughts and 
recollections of Mott’s 1972 tour of the USA. As 
music books go, It really is a classic, not least 
because you actually get to see beyond the false 
smiles and pretty faces that adorn the music 
industry, and see it for what it is. Yes, there are 
some great times to be had especially when the 
alternative is working as factory fodder, but the 
music business and touring in particular, isn't all 
it is cracked up to be. One hotel room looks very 
much like any other, and they might as well be 
prison cells for all the sightseeing you get to do. 
Even groupies lose their appeal after a while (or 
so Hunter claims, no doubt for his wife's benefit). 
The day to day detail makes gripping reading and 
inspired at least one Mott fan to catch a flight to 
New York to see the States for himself. That 
same fan, who describes Hunter's book as "the 
greatest book ever written about being in a band", 
is Philip Cato, author of All The Way To 
Memphis, the first ever detailed biography of Mott 
The Hoople. He might be biased, but he’s also 
right. 9 

In his own book on the band, Cato is 
obviously offering a fan’s view of the band's 
history, but doesn't fall into the all too easy trap of 
praising everything the band ever did. Mott had 
their fair share of turkeys, but what carried them 
through the dark days was their street credibility, 
something that comes through over and over 
again. Complete with gig listing and UK 
discography, ifs a solid enough book with the 


only downside being the lack of first-hand 
interview material. Nevertheless, fans of Mott, 

Ian Hunter and Seventies music in general, will 
lap it up. 7 

Children Of Albion Rovers 
Edited By Keith Williamson 
(Rebel Inc, £8.99) 

The beauty of collections of short novels by 
different writers is that if you don't like one author, 
you can always move on to the next one. The 
problem with Children Of Albion Rovers is that 
you'll be doing a lot of moving on. There will be 
an element of the king's new clothes when 
people pick this book up - "it’s Rebel Inc, it must 
be good, so I like if - but there's little to really 
excite here. Everyone tries hard to be 
outrageous (dog shags man's leg, bloke has 
severe bums to his dick, balls and arse, traffic 
wardens cause traffic havoc). Everyone tries 


hard to be an "urban writer'’, the next Irvine 
Welsh, but even the man himself with his tales of 
casuals and aliens, won't be the next Irvine 
Welsh on this average outing. The opening 
story, Gordon Legge's Pop Life is totally 
disposable, never gets going, and would be lucky 
to scrape a C+ in Sixth Form English. Alan 
Warner cheats a bit by including an extract from 
a novel, The Far Places, but again there’s little 
that will have you rushing out to buy the full length 
affair. James Meek and Paul Reekie add to the 
feeling that this is writing for writing’s sake, an 
Edinburgh version of London's in-bred literary 
society. In amongst this fool's gold though there 
is one true gem in Laura J. Hird's tale of a 
teacher's attempts to shag one of his students, 
The Dilating Pupil. It is funny, pacey, sexy, 
believable, in fact everything a short story should 
be. Let's hope her debut novel isn't far away 
because here's one child of Albion Rovers who 
could be playing in the Premier League 4 
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England, My England 
By Dougie and Eddy Brimson 
(Headline, £6.99) 

"Football's coming home! its 

coming home! Its coming home! Football's 
Coming home!" Incredibly, Wembley stadium 
and every pub in England echoed to the words of 
Baddiel and Skinner's chart-topping Euro '96 
single, Three Lions, every time Terry Venable's 
boys took to the pitch. Incredible because it was 
as if decades of the wit and wisdom of football 
terraces counted for nothing in these multi-million 
pound days. Gone were chants and songs that 
echo around football grounds on a Saturday 
afternoon, and Wembley was left in the incapable 
hands of fifty thousand mugs whose love of the 
game extended to wearing a brand new England 
top, clutching a ticket courtesy of the corporate 
hospitality industry, and learning a handful of 
words to that week's anorak anthem. No doubt 
some of the bastards were even politely clapping 
the opposing teams too. 

Football's coming home? Is it fuck. 

Football's being taken away from the traditional 
fans and being handed over, lock stock and 
barrel, to big business. In fact I'm surprised 
Baddiel and Skinner even used the now dreaded 
F word because football isnt even called football 
anymore. If s called soccer. And, the way things 
are going, soccer will soon be the preserve of a 
rich elite, both in terms of the clubs that survive 
and the people who can afford to go and see the 
professional game live. Anyone who has the 
interests of football at heart cannot seriously 
argue that such a chasm between the richest 
clubs and their poorer relatives is good for the 
game. If s a shameful abuse of the beautiful 
game by the powers that be. 

If s a subject that is dealt with at length in 
Eddy and Dougie Brimson's new book, England 
My England. Nick Hornby might have been the 

Football's Coming Home? 



Eddy Brimson, co-author of England, My England (Headline) 


darling of trendy wankers everywhere, but when it 
comes to football, he certainly doesn't speak for 
me. The knockout punch came when Arsenal's 
most devoted fan missed seeing them play in an 
FA Cup Final replay so that he could attend 
some literary mutual appreciation award 
ceremony. But in the Brimson brothers, Watford 
fans and one-time hoolies, Joe Punter has finally 
found a voice that speaks the language of the 
terraces and not the plastic seats. 

While their first book, Everywhere We Go, 
gave a general insight into the world of the 
football hooligan, England My England 
concentrates on the trials and tribulations of 
following the England national team, with 
particular attention being paid to Euro '96, the 
potential for trouble, and why it only kicked off on 
a few isolated occasions. The Brimsons have 
little time for the new breed of "soccer fan" and 
instead stand shoulder to shoulder with those 
who aren't slow to defend the good name of their 
club or country. That won't make them very 
popular among the chattering classes, but I don't 
see anyone losing anyone sleep over that. 


And maybe those who claim to have the 
game's best interests at heart might learn a thing 
or two about the people who pay their wages 
because page after page destroys myth after 
myth about those who follow England at home 
and abroad. A classic example concerns racism 
in football, an issue that always has trendy 
wankers jumping up and down. In fact, wear an 
England top in the street and you can guarantee 
some retard or another will brand you a fascist. 
Over to the Brimsons, who while condemning 
true racism, point out the following. "People who 
hurl abuse at players on the field do so because 
they are members of the opposing side ... the 
only reason the colour of anyone's skin enters the 
equation is because it helps to identify who is 
being abused. This, in the vast majority of cases 
of so-called racist abuse, is a fact; it may not be a 
nice one, but it is, nonetheless, a fact." 

The media, the police and the football 
authorities not surprisingly come in for a lot of 
stick, but it is also good to see the likes of the 
Football Supporters' Association coming under 
fire too. "Here's a fine body of men, ready and 
willing to appear on television at a moment's 


notice to talk bollocks for a couple of minutes - 
the perfect advert for the trendy fan or the football 
anorak. This is the organisation that claims to 
represent the concerns of all supporters to the 
FA, and yet who did almost nothing when 
Chelsea fans were battered senseless by the 
police in Bruges, or Manchester United fans 
were subjected to the most horrific abuse in 
Galatasaray." 

Ordinary fans will love this book. It says so 
many things that are often heard in pubs, but 
rarely seen in print. No doubt the knockers will 
once again focus on the Brimsons' history of 
football violence as if that somehow excludes 
them from holding any views on the game. Ifs 
also the easiest thing in the world to blame 
hooliganism for all of football's problems, but it 
isn't the violence that threatens to destroy the 
game we know and love. The real threat comes 
from big business and those in authority who are 
blinded by money. And the day we kick both out 
of football will be the day that football really does 
come home. 7 
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The Small Axe Reggae Album 
Guide - Singers 
By Ray Hurford 

(Musik Tree / Black Star, £9.00) 

Books on reggae tend to be books on 

Bob Martey, and beyond that it remains largely 
uncharted waters. The jigsaw puzzle of books 
that should add up provide a complete picture of 
Jamaican music just does not exist, and this 
leaves authors wondering where exactly they 
should start in a bid to correct this sorry state of 
affairs. Initially, Ray Hurford had hoped to 
produce a general guide to reggae albums, but 
the task proved overwhelming. Other 
unsuccessful attempts were made to reach the 
summit, until he settled on a compromise to 
conquer the mountain in stages, subject by 
subject. So this first instalment focuses on the 
vocalists. With over 400 reviews from over 150 
solo artists, the book is literally an A-Z guide for 
the collector, with each review throwing up 
priceless information about the artist in question. 
A number of artists, including big names, have to 
make do with just a name check because 
material wasn't available for review when the 
book was being compiled, but that says more 
about reggae music than it does about the author 
(available from Dub Vendor, 274 Lavender Hill, 
Clapham Junction, London. SW11 1LJ). 6 

Mr. Nice 

By Howard Marx 
(Seeker & Warburg, £15.99) 

Drugs are for mugs, of that I've no 
doubt. That said, it is almost beyond belief that 
while both cigarettes and alcohol are freely 
available, marijuana is a banned substance in 
much of the Western World. If Sir Francis 
Drake had returned from the New World with 
dope instead of tobacco, things might have been 
very different today, but as it is, we outlaw a 
relatively harmless substance and allow two far 
more dangerous substances to be sold in 
supermarkets and sweet shops. Howard Marks 
knows a thing or two about dope, blow, hash, 
weed, what ever you want to call it. He started 
smoking it as a student at Oxford University in 
the Sixties, and when he returned to do a 
postgraduate course in 1967 he began dealing 
on a very small scale to friends and 
acquaintances. By the time he was arrested and 
sentenced to 25 years imprisonment (he only 
served eight) in what is reputedly America's 
toughest prison, Terre Haute Penitentiary, he 
headed a drugs business that rivalled anything 
the Colombians or the Mafia had to offer. How 
he moved from small time dealer to being "king of 
the drugs world" (© Daily Mirror) is told in one of 
the most exciting and riveting autobiographies 
you'll have the privilege to read. At times, it's 
impossible to keep track of all the deals going on 
(at the height of his career he was shifting tons of 
the stuff, often hidden in the equipment of rock 
and pop groups who were touring the States) 
and it almost reads as a blue print for drug 
dealing success. The sting in the tail of course is 
that he ends up in jail, as does his wife, but there 
is no denying he has the time of his life before 
getting caught, making, spending and apparently 
losing millions in the process. 9 


Trainspotting 

(Polygram) 

Trainspotting the book will go 

down as the cult novel of the Nineties. Hype 
aside, it really is up there with the likes of 
Anthony Burgess' A Clockwork Orange , and 
must rate as one of the finest debut novels of 
all time. Interestingly enough, just as many 
people were initially put of Burgess' work 
because of the nadsat slang spoken by Alex 
and his droogs, so Trainspotting readers have 
a similar hurdle to clear. Rents and his mates 
speak with broad Edinburgh accents and the 
book is written in a similar style. Once you get 
used to it though, ifs like having the key to the 
druggy underworld inhabited by the characters 
in the book. 

Maybe it was because I only had pirate 
copies of both films at the time of this review (A 
Clockwork Orange being unavailable in Britain 
and Trainspotting out on video now, but not 
when this was done), but they too seemed to 
have much in common. The use of classical 
music, the sex scenes, the general 
atmosphere, all lead you to believe that the 
makers of Trainspotting were fans of Kubrik's 
classic too. 

Some critics claim that the film, like the 
book, glamorises drug-taking, but that's not 
really the case at all. Shoving your hand 
down a shit-filled bog in search of lost 
suppositories isn’t my idea of glamour 
anyway. True, it does bring a certain 
normality to a world that is seen as alien by 
much of society, but for those involved in 
the hard drug scene there is nothing more 
normal than shooting up. What's more, 
whether the culture vultures like it or not, 
Trainspotting is far more representative of 
Scotland today, than the likes of Braveheart 
will ever be. 

The film's not without its faults though. 
For starters, in the true tradition of cinema, 
it isn't a patch on the book. The scene 
where Begbie throws a glass over the 
balcony in a pub, and then runs down the 


stairs to demand to know who was 
responsible for doing it, is hilarious in the 
book, but not so well handled in the film. 

The same goes for other scenes too. 

The film version also makes 
compromises that were never made in the 
book. The strong accents are replaced by 
BBC Scottish for much of the film - an 
arguably necessary move if the film was 
going to be screened much beyond the 
boundaries of Scotland's capital city - but it 
still takes the rough edge away. Ironically, if 
the same compromise had been made with 
the book in a bid to reach a wider audience, 
it probably wouldn't have been so 
successful. People aren't the idiots 
marketing men seem to think they are and it 
gets a bit wearing when nearly everything 
you see at the cinema is made with the 
attention span of a five year old in mind. 
Trainspotting doesn't fall into that category 
by any means, but I suppose it all comes 
down to whether you want to make a brilliant 
film with limited appeal or a very good film 
with wider appeal. Those behind 
Trainspotting have obviously plumped for 
the latter. 

Trainspotting was the most hyped film of 
1996. More was spent on marketing it than 
was actually spent on making it, and you 
couldn't open a magazine or turn on the TV 
without seeing yet another feature on it. And it 
is a good enough film to live up to most of it too, 
particularly at a time when Hollywood is trotting 
out "action packed" movies at an alarmingly 
boring rate. 8 


• The video version of the World Of 
Skinhead documentary will soon go into 
production and will be available sometime 
this Summer. It will be longer than the TV 
version and will include plenty of 
previously unseen footage. It will also be 
re-titled Skinhead Nation. 
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Fanzines 


A WAY OF LIFE #6 

(Ray B., 2857 Kuikele PI, Honolulu, HI 
96819. USA) 

Truly excellent Oi! and ska zine both in 
terms of content and production. The latest 
issue features Bower Wonderland (with free 
flexi), Fork Hunts, Patriot, tattoos and plenty 
more besides. A must buy for skins, 
bootboys and herberts. 

ALL THAT’S GOOD #3 

(Julianna Robbins, 3433 Spotsylvania Ct, 
Marima.CA 93933. USA) 

Nicely put together fanzine dedicated to ska, 
soul and reggae. This issue brings you live 
reviews of The Skatalites and the Inciters, 
plus plenty of record, zine and even cocktail 
reviews. 

CONTROL #6 

(Control, c/o Box 999, 26a Hooks Drive, 
Dagenham, Essex, RM10 7BL. UK) 

Claims to be the UK’s premier streetpunk 
rag, and it probably is too. Jam packed with 
news, honest reviews plus interviews with 
The Cockney Rejects, The Last Resort, 
Special Duties, Apocalypse Babies and 
others. 

DEATHROW DATABASE #20 

(Deathrow Database, P.O. Box 1672, 
Frame, Somerset. BA11 1FQ. UK) 

Long running and well respected 
psychobilly fanzine bringing you all the 
latest news and reviews plus features on 
Whirlwind and U& rockabillies, Hot Rod 
Lincoln. 

DYNAMO #19 

(Dynamo, Mediasette s.r.L, Via Milano 91, 
13051 Biella Chiavazza, Italy) 

More of a magazine than a fanzine and it's 
available at newsstands throughout Italy. 
Bloody good going for a publication that 
covers all street music from Ice T to The 
Manic Street Preachers to The Specials. 
Italian language. 

HOW WE ROCK #14 

(How We Rock, P.O. Box 476, Bradford. 
BD1 2LY. UK) 

Excellent hardcore fanzine with the sort of 
in-depth features that make taking a shit 
worthwhile. Top interviews are with Wat 
Tyler aka Sean of Rugger Bugger Records 
and the good people at Subjugation who 
donated the free flexi with this issue. 

I.F.B.Q.U .J.T.C.C. #33 

(Bleach, BP 6151,14065 Caen Cedex, 
France) 

Monthly French language street music 
newsletter with all the news you can handle. 

ITS A LIFE #4 

(Belinda, Doomeberglaan 114,1974 NG 
Ijmuiden, Holland) 

English language punk hardcore fanzine 
with a large dose of psychobilly thrown in 
for good measure. This issue includes 
interviews with Tech 9, The Humpers, The 
Yuppies and a feature on Boston hardcore. 
Worth looking out for. 


KRIMINAL CLASS #40 

(Marco Balestrino, C.P. 426 (Centrale), 
17100 Savona. Italy) 

The world's longest running skinzine 
continues to produce the goods with 
interviews with Red Alert, The Oppressed, 
Stage Bottles and others plus the usual 
comprehensive review section. In 
Italian. 

MILLWALL BRICK #2 

(Jan Kroll, Postfach 1105, 56155 Bendorf. 
Germany) 

Very traditional German language skinzine 
with features on Hot Rod Allstars, Pat Kelly, 
100 Men, Tamla Motown and others. Also 
includes article on fashion, with this issue 
focusing on shirts. 

OINK! #2 

(Oink!, P.O. Box 44, Cresskill, NJ 07626. 
USA) 

Traditional skinzine with interviews with 
Hepcat and The Stubborn All Stars, plus a 
NJ scene report. Also a nice piece on The 
Metrostars, the local football team. 

RUDE #52 

(Kevin Flowerdew, 26a Craven Road, 
Newbury, Berks. RG14 5NE. UK) 

As regular as clockwork, this stalwart of the 
ska scene brings you all the latest news and 
reviews from around the world. Added 
together, the issues provide a perfect diary 
of ska happenings. 

SKIN UP #41 

(Skin Up, Weichselstr. 66,12043 Berlin. 
Germany) 

Superbly produced German language 
skinzine covering the whole spectrum of 
skinhead related music from reggae to 
hardcore, and then some. This issue 
includes detailed interviews with the likes of 
999, The Stubborn All-Stars, Mr. Review and 
Bitter Grin. Essential. 

SOUL GALORE #1 

(Soul Galore, P.O. Box 84, Lancaster. LAI 
2GG. UK) 

Record review and price guide for collectors 
of northern soul, and will prove of interest to 
both old-timers and newcomers to the 
scene. Loads of information and something 
that should be available for all breeds of 
music. 

STREET SOUNDS #7 

(121 Bembridge, Brookside, Telford. TF3 
1NE. UK) 

Quarterly newsletter with news and reviews 
from the wonderful world of street music. 

STREETPUNK #1 

(Frank van Rijsingen, Gooisehof 24, 5709 
LG Helmond, Holland) 

Very promising English language fanzine 
covering psychobilly as well as Oi! and 
punk. This issue brings you interviews with 
Braindance, Dutch psychos Batmobile, The 
Sharks, The Roials and Crashed Out. 

STRONG AND PROUD #1 

(Strong And Proud, Apto 5197, CP 36200 
Vigo (Pontevedra), Spain) 

Spain is home to some great skinhead 
fanzines, and this English language debut 


follows in that tradition. Well printed with 
clear photos, this issue features Bottom Of 
The Barrel, Boots & Braces, Crashed Out 
plus good coverage of The Business in 
Spain. 

SUSSED #1 

(Sussed, P.O. Box 491, Southampton. 
S015 2ZJ. UK) 

Professionally produced Brit pop and mod 
fanzine complete with colour cover, and 
without doubt the best new 
publication of '96. Issue one includes Paul 
Weller, Oasis, Skooby, Action, and loads 
more. Issue two and maybe three are 
probably out by now. I'll need to track them 
down and so should you. 

TEENAGE WARNING #22 

(Johan Van Mieghem, Postbus 46, 9050 
Ledeberg 1, Belgium) 

Belgian zine Skoink! and Spanish zine 
Bronco Bultfrog have joined forces to bring 
you this excellent street music fanzine. This 
issue brings you Braindance in America, 

The Last Resort, loads of other bands and 
the usual news and reviews. Buy it. 

TERRORPOP #4 

(Terrorpop, Storgatan 1, 582 23 Linkoping, 
Sweden) 

Professional looking Swedish language 
punk fanzine and one of Europe's best. 

Issue four is largely dedicated to 
anti-fascism and includes interviews with 
Blaggers ITA, The Oppressed, UK Subs, The 
Business and The Stukas. 

THE SKINHEAD FANZINE #6 

(Paul Jameson, 3b David Road, Norton, 
Stockton-On-Tees, Cleveland. TS20 2EY. 
UK) 

Skinhead fanzine (surprisingly enough) with 
interviews with Buster Bloodvessel and Irish 
ska band, The Gangsters. Also part two of a 
comprehensive zine listing. Getting better 
by the issue. 

ULTRA! #1 

(Ultra, Berkshire Business Centres, No. 1 
Northfield Road, Reading. RG1 8AH. UK) 

Fanzine dedicated to the followers of the 
beautiful game, and in particular the 
hooligan element. A round-up of last 
season's trouble both at home and in 
Germany plus a piece on terrace style are 
the highlights of this issue. 

UNTOUCHABLES NEWSLETTER 

(Untouchables, 22 Gambole Road, 

Tooting, London. SW17 0QJ. UK) 

Essential newsletter for finding out what's 
happening in the mod world. 

W.P.F. #7 

(W.P.F., Apartado 35, 40450 Nava de la 
Asuncion, Segovia, Spain) 

Another well put together Spanish language 
skinzine packed to bursting point with 
articles and interviews with The Skatalites, 
Colombian skinheads, Rough Kutz and Skin 
Up zine, plus the usual review sections. 
Recommended. 

Individual ordering details are available from 
the address listed with each fanzine - just 
enclose a SAE or an IRC when writing. 
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